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Purpose of Transvestia 


TRANSVESTIA is dedicated to the needs of those heterosexual persons 
who have become aware of their “other side” and seek to express it. 
The magazine provides — 


EDUCATION — ENTERTAINMENT — EXPRESSION 
to help its readers achieve — 
UNDERSTANDING — SELF ACCEPTANCE — PEACE OF MIND 


in place of the loneliness, fear and self condemnation they have known 
for too long. 


TRANSVESTIA does not condemn nor judge the fields of homosexu- 
ality, bondage, domination or fetishism. These are left to others to 
develop. They are not part of the areas of interest of this magazine. 


TRANSVESTIA seeks to gather information and to disseminate it to 
interested persons in the medical, legal counseling and scientific pro- 
fessions to further their knowledge about this little understood field. 
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The symbol on the cover expresses the philosophy of this publication. 
The head, divided diagonally, represents our two sides — mind (Wisdom) 
and face (Beauty). 


The lateral curving line portrays the ancient Chinese duality of the 
“Yang” (masculinity) and the “Yin” (femininity) — the two aspects of 
human nature. 


The total symbolism indicates the wholeness of a human being — not 
all masculine — mind and reason, abstract and unseen — and not all 
feminine — beauty, desirability, and appearance, but rather an integra- 
tion of both. 
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“When you make the two one... and when you make the 
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From the Gospel According to St. Thomas. 
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FICTION =. =a 


: ACCEPTANCE 


ie Dee Raymond 


The young man peered into the carton-filled room. Yes, this was the 
place. The small dressing table had been set up for him at the back 
of the room. The curtains were drawn so that no bystander could peep 
in. He closed the door carefully, and edged his way between the high 
cartons. The familiar square grey box had been left beside the dressing 
table. He took one of the folding chairs and placed it in front of the 
mirror. The overhead lamp had a long string attached so that he was 
able to fit it sufficiently to gain the maximum light possible on the front 
of the chair, where he would be sitting. He looked at himself in the 
mirror. His eyes were slightly puffed, indicating the poor night's sleep 
he had just endured. He smiled slightly as he thought of the haughty 
look Carmen had given him as he left for his job that day. Likely, she'd 
be gone as usual when he got back, and he'd not see her for two or 
three weeks until the urge to see him became too irresistible for her. 


Without haste, the young man began to undress. His unfashionable 
woolen cardigan he placed carefully on the back of the grey, metal 
chair. He stole a coupie of hangers from the nearest large carton and, 
with a carefulness that seemed habitual, placed his shirt on one, 
buttoned at the neck, his blue-striped tie under the shirt'’s collar, 
and his black, faultlessly pressed pants over the wooden rack of the 
other. He shivered slightly. The thermostat of the community building 
was obviously turned well down. He had to remove his undershirt, 
however, in order not to mess it up. His socks and shoes he placed neat- 
ly outside the grey box. Goose bumps rose up quickly on his arms, 
shoulders and legs. Quaking, he hastily put the cardigan loosely about 
his shoulders and sat on the cold chair. His hand selected one of the 
long white tubes and unscrewed it quickly, laying it before him on the 
table. More tubes and jars were opened and laid before him. Then he 
began to take the contents of the jars and apply them to his face. His 
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facial skin became whiter, his fair, almost non-existent eyebrows a 
brown curve over each eye. The brush worked his mouth into a perfect 
crimson cupid’s bow. Black lashes into a thick black fringe. Blue, 
painted on his eyelids, accentuated the black lines, making his blue 
eyes appear huge and doe-like. He looked at the feminine face, 
wrinkling her bobbed nose back at him, and was satisfied. He began to 
comb and pull his hair back tight behind his head, holding it all there 
in a parody of a pony-tail. From the grey box, he took a mannikin head 
to which was pinned a soft fall. Using the pins there, he began to at- 
tach the fall to the back of his head, leaving his face free of any bangs 
or side curls. The ringlets touching the back of his neck were cold and 
he shivered. A smaller box, left in with the fall, contained blackstone 
earrings, which rested on his neck when attached to the lobes of his 
ears. A small girl's watch and gilt slave bracelet were also there and 
he put them on. There was a rap suddenly on the door, followed by 
three quick ones in succession. Then the door opened and a handsome 
woman of about 30 came bustling. 


“Oh, Dave,” she said crossly, “aren't you ready yet? The audience 
is ready and waiting.” 

Dave completed fixing the hairpiece and stood up. In his under- 
pants, his maleness was obvious. The beautifully shaped female head 
sat on a thin, male body. Dave shivered. “It's cold,” he said. “My fingers 
are numb.” 


“That's no excuse,” the woman was irritated. “Didn't you bring 
your usual gear?” she asked sharply, pointing at Dave’s undergarment. 


“Sure,” said Dave. He smiled. “Turn your back, Barb.” 


Barb snorted and grinned despite herself. “Put on the pastel shifts 
first,” she said, “and finish with that black, white and red print. I think 
that'll be the star of the show.” 


Dave nodded as he stripped off his underpants and put on some 
strange kind of cord from his valise. Barb tossed him a pair of purple 
nylon panties and he slipped them on. “Did you bring the white bra?” 
Dave asked. Barb was already handing it in his direction. He slipped 
the straps over his shoulders and fastened the tiny bow at the front. 
Even though it clenched his chest tightly, it was obviously quite 
flabby. From the valise he took what appeared to be soft, flesh- 
colored foam rubber. He pushed them into the bra and looked back 
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at his reflection in the mirrow. It was quite clear that Dave had dis- 
appeared from the room. The beautiful blonde model, clad only in 
her underclothes, smiled at the young female designer. “Show me 
which dress you want me to wear first,’ she said prettily. 


ek kk 


Erica Mallett watched the models displaying Barbara Cooper's 
newest designs with feelings of trembling pleasure. Her mother had 
been so right to bring her to the fashion show. The models were all so 
extraordinarily professional, not like the girls she had been trying to 
organize at school. All were beautiful, but some were beyond that, 
and were positively scintillating in the show they put on as they 
waltzed about in the new clothes, showing them off to advantage. 


As the designer was passing by, Mrs. Mallet had opened up a 
conversation with her. As the last model whirled about, pouting and 
the laughing as she threw up the hem of a fantastic print evening 
gown, Erica could hear Mrs. Mallett saying, “Erica has always de- 
signed her own clothes. She is currently putting on her own show at 
Renton School.” 


Erica squirmed. Please, mother, she thought. These are profes- 
sionals. 


“Indeed,” Barbara Cooper's voice was cool and impersonal. 


Mrs. Mallett was not to be deterred. “Of course, it is the models 
who make such a difference in a show like this, don't you agree, Mrs., 
er, Miss...” 


“Ms.,” said the designer, trying to be as civil as possible. 


“Ah, a liberated woman,” Mrs. Mallett's voice was a squeal. Oh, 
no, thought Erica, we'll be here for the day. Barbara Cooper seemed to 
pick up the signal, too, for she suddenly straightened up and sig- 
nalled to the model who was contorting herself in a lively twist to the 
delight of the Misses Thompson, who, although 60 if they were a day, 
were obviously in the throes of some fantasy of girlhood inspired by 
the blonde dancer. 


“Peggy,” said Ms. Cooper, when the blonde model came pirouet- 
ting up to them. She spoke to both Erica and her mother. “Peggy 
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Walker is not only the finest model I have, but she’s also the most 
liberated lady I know. Mrs. Mallett, Peggy has definite views on 
liberation.” With a nimble sidestep, a reminder that she. had once 
been a model herself, Barb Cooper was gone, leaving the blonde girl 
to the mercy of Mrs. Mallett. 


“Oh,” said Erica, trying to forestall her mother, “what a lovely 
bracelet. Your tan sets it off so well. Those earrings are so darling as 
well. Could you sit down with us and tell us a little about modeling? 
I'm designing a number of dresses for a school show, and anything 
you could tell us would be invaluable.” 


Peggy smiled charmingly at the young girl. The earnest grey eyes 
held precious few secrets. She was embarrassed and trying to cut off 
her mother from what was sure to be a hackneyed tirade. “I’m afraid 
we're not allowed to sit in our gowns,” she said. She turned to Mrs. 
Mallett, gently dropping a brown hand, marked by gorgeously long 
and crimson-painted fingemails, onto the older woman's shoulder. 
“Barbara was kidding you, too, I'm afraid. She knows that I'm one of 
the least likely candidates for Women’s Lib that there could be.” 


“Ah, then you'll be in agreement with me,” said Mrs. Mallett, seiz- 
ing on the opening, as Erica groaned inwardly. For the next ten 
minutes, Mrs. Mallett launched into a vicious attack on Women’s Lib, 
castigating every known leader by attacking every known crime and 
perversion to their names. Erica was so hot and uncomfortable she 
could have wept. The model, however, maintained her poise through- 
out, a faint smile on her perfect mouth. Mrs. Mallett’s spiel was ul- 
timately ended by the continuous ringing of a small bell held by the 
chairperson of the association, who continued the ringing until she 
had the attention of every member. Then she launched into a long- 
winded speech of gratitude to Barbara Cooper, and a reminder of the 
benefits to be achieved for many charities by their purchase of the 
wonderful clothes displayed by Barbara Cooper's models. 


It was a while before Erica noticed that Peggy Walker was no 
longer with them. She could not have gone back over the stage to the 
changing rooms, or Erica would have seen her. She must have slipped 
out of the main door, behind them, and gone around to the back of the 
stage. Remembering the way her mother had spoken, and the injury 
being now compounded by Mrs. Murray's agonizing speech, Erica 
could stomach no more. She slipped out herself. The foyer was de- 


5 


JRansvestia 


serted, save for a dark mustached man in blue coveralls. “Hey, lady,” 
he said desperately, “give this to the Cooper dame.” Into her hands 
he thrust a clipboard and sheaf of papers. Turning, he almost ran out 
of the church hall. 

Erica stood there, astounded. In the hall, the speeches were still 
dragging on interminably. She glanced at the papers. They were 
lading bills, describing cartons of dresses delivered to the hall that 
morning. Erica hesitated. Well, since she couldn't deliver them to Bar- 
bara Cooper right away, she could at least give them to one of the 
models. She headed off down the passageway that ran around the 
hall to the right dressing room. She might have gone left, for the hall 
possessed two such dressing rooms, connecting to the general staging 
area at the back of the stage. She came to the door and knocked 
without thinking. Should she just go in? No, she must not intrude 
without an invitation. Briskly, she rapidly tapped again several times. 


“Come on in, Barb,” said a muffled voice from some distance into 
the room. Erica thrust the door open and went in. 


“I'm not Ms. Cooper, I'm afraid,” she began. The most unexpected 
of sights met her eyes. Peggy Walker, or what seemed to be left of 
her, was sitting in front of a small mirror. She stared, speechless, at 
Erica, but it wasn’t the vivacious Peggy who had been chatting so af- 
fably to the members and guests of the North Side Women’s Associa- 
tion. She was clad in only a pair of purple panties. She wore no bra, 
but then she had no need of one. The hair was gone, most of the 
makeup going or gone, though enough remained to confirm that this 
was indeed Peggy Walker. Erica couldn't move. It was funny that 
Peggy should fix her hair first, and fix it into such a short, masculine 
style. As Peggy sat motionless, watching Erica warily, cotton ball 
poised in front of her remaining eyebrow, Erica suddenly was filled 
with a flash of understanding. There could only be one reason for the 
masculine hairstyle. Her eye fell on the carefully hung up shirt and 
tie, and the black trousers. She felt so ashamed and embarassed. 
“Y-you're a man,” she said to the narrow-chested figure sitting in 
purple panties on the grey chair. 


He nodded and looked toward the chair. “Could you close that 
door?” he said. Automatically, she pushed the door shut. Flustered, 
she realized that she still had the lading bills. 


“I was asked to give these to Ms. Cooper.” Could it really be a man, 
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she wondered. Yes, as he continued to strip his makeup, it was ob- 
vious. She felt very miserable. Then she realized how cryptic the 
remarks of Ms. Cooper and the model had been, and she grinned. 


“That's better,” the voice was so different, clear and male. She 
blinked, hearing the voice. Her hand flew to her mouth, and she 
backed slowly to the door. Why had she shut it, she thought wildly, 
closing herself in with such a ... The “man” stood up, and she 
cowered back toward the door. “If you'll close your eyes, or turn your 
back,” he spoke confidently, “I’d like to get rid of these.” With one 
red-tipped finger, he casually snapped the elastic ot the panties. 


Erica flushed so deeply that she could fee] her hair roots tingle. 
She turned to go, but her sweating hand would only spin around on 
the brass doorknob. Behind her she heard a slight rustle on the panties 
were removed and deposited elsewhere with other clothes. She tried 
the door again, but couldn't open it. Terror rose. She felt like banging 
on the door and screaming for help. She took a quick, fearful glance 
over her shoulder. The man was tying his shoelace rapidly, his shirt 
and trousers on and buttoned. He looked up at her. From the distance 
of 20 feet or so, he called to her. “Likely your hands are sticky. Take 
one of the cloths from the carton there, and wipe your hands.” 


Hastily, Erica grabbed a cloth and the lock opened. Relief poured 
through her body. She was about to run when she saw that “Peggy 
Walker” had sat down in the chair and was wiping over his face with a 
small cloth. 


Her fear subsided to be replaced by indignation. How dare those 
chic, smart, uptown people play such a trick on people like the Misses 
Thompson! Laughing at the “hicks” out in the suburbs, fooled bya... 
a... She slammed the door and strode over to where the young man 
sat. As she came closer to him, she was startled by the subtle resem- 
blance to “Peggy Walker” in the young man — the rounded jaw, the 
bobbed nose, the lines of his eyes about to crease with a smile — but 
the re-arranging of the hair had dispersed the “hauteur” and pre- 
sence that Peggy Walker had brought to her display. 


“I had wanted to apologize to Peggy Walker,” she said bitterly, “for 
my mother. I think, however, that you ought to be the one to apologize.” 


He nodded. “I apologize,” he said simply. “Now what are you going 
to do?” 
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She stopped, fascinated by the feminine fingernails that he had 
not as yet attended to. “What do you mean?” she frowned? 


“Are you going to tell your mother about me, or the other ladies, 
or even the newspapers?” His eyes searched the young face anxiously. 


Erica sat down on an overturned box. “I don’t know,” she said. 


There was a loud knock on the door, followed by three rapid ones. 
Barbara Cooper burst into the room. “Dave,” she said. “What did you 
do with the print? I've got a buyer, one of the older sister-things. Ah, 
there it is.” She had entered the room enough to see Erica. “What's 
she doing here?” she said tensely. 


Dave shrugged and began to coat his nails with a transparent 
lotion. “She walked in on me, as I was partly undressed. She used 
your knock.” 


“What are you going to do when you leave here?” asked Barbara 
quite belligerently. 


Erica was taken aback. “I probably will inform the ladies how they 
have been deceived,” she said haughtily. 


Dave looked miserable, and Barbara Cooper nervously began to 
fidget with the dress she had picked up. “I'll probably come out of it 
all right," she said, “but I'll lose the best model I've ever had.’ She 
looked directly at Erica. “You can't do it,” she said. “I need Dave for 
the March Collection. It's going to put me in the top flight in the 
country, but I need everything going for me.” 


Erica was dazed. “I don‘t know,” she murmured. 


“Can't we make a deal?” asked Barbara. “I heard from your mother 
how badly the other girls at your school treat you and your designs.” 
She snapped her fingers. “How about if I lend you my team of 
models?" 


Astonishment was written over Erica’s face. But then her eyes 
became guarded. “Does that include him?” she said. 


Barbara hesitated. “Do you want it to?” she asked, staring at the 
young girl. 
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Erica blushed again, feeling a tingling all over her body. She 
nodded. “Yes, please,” she said hoarsely. 


Barb came up to Dave and put her hand on his shoulder. “Is that 
O.K., Dave?” Dave had removed the built-up fingernails, restoring 
them to their normal length. His mouth was cynical. “Why not?” he 
sighed. 


x keke 


Erica didn’t often go downtown by herself. Her mother, however, 
had been most enthused by the offer of Barbara Cooper's models 
for Erica's “little show,” as she now modestly proclaimed it. She 
was delighted that Erica should want to take her designs downtown 
to check them out with the charming Peggy Walker. 


It hadn't taken Erica long to track down Dave Roth, after obtaining 
his full name from Barbara Cooper's receptionist. Unknown to her 
mother, she had been watching Dave-Peggy for quite a while. He 
lived in an old sandstone building, having an apartment to himself. 
She had followed him several times to his jobs, and had seen him in 
action, as gorgeous as when she had first seen him; but, about his 
apartment,and to and from his job, he remained the uninspiring Dave 
Roth, much to her chagrin. 


Her heart beating wildly, she rang the bell to his apartment. He 
opened it and frowned at her when he saw who it was. He didn't seem 
to notice that she had had her hair newly curled and that she was 
wearing a Barbara Cooper dress, possibly even one that he had worn 
in the past, she thought. He saw her design book and invited her in, 
but he was suspicious. 


I thought you'd like to see the dresses I want you to wear,” said 
Erica carefully. “Some of them are, I'm afraid, total costumes, and will 
mean changes in make-up, hair pieces, stockings and shoes.” 
Dave grunted. “Coffee?” he said. 
Erica smiled. She had tried to make up using the same colors and 
style that he had. “Do you have any gin?” she said in a copy of his 


musical way of speaking. 


Dave's face clouded. Suddenly, like the sun breaking through a 
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cloud, he smiled. “Sure,” he said. ‘Why not?” At last he had it. The 
young girl was making a play for him! He wondered if she was the 
kind who was going to save him from himself, or, if it was the sight of 
him in a dress that would arouse her. Well, he’d find out by showing 
her some of the lifestyle of a man in a dress; then he could judge. 


I’m supposed to be going out with some friends,” he said, as he 
mixed her a drink. “If you'd like to leave your sketches, I'll look over 
them and give you my comments later.” 


The disappointment was quite obvious in her round face. She 
suddenly looked very young and defenseless. Dave could have kicked 
himself, but, after all, he thought, he was doing this for her own good. 
“You could come with us, if you like,” he said thoughtfully. Her face 
lit up like a beacon. “Good. If you'll just wait here, I have to go and 
change.” 


While Dave was changing, Erica got up and examined the pic- 
tures and trophies on the wall. She was surprised to find a bronze 
plaque, labelled the President's Award, from the State School of 
Dress Design, for Peggy Walker. The portrait set back on the en 
trance wall, she realized, was also a portrait of Peggy, in a white, 
off-the-shoulder evening dress, and painted in a gauzy, impression- 
istic manner in which the black eyes stood forth like coals. 


A rustling noise behind her caused Erica to turn quickly. She was 
quite unprepared for what she saw. The young woman had dark 
black hair, waved and set in thick, stiff waves about the nape of 
her neck and backcombed into a high, fluffy center. Tassel earrings 
bobbed as she bent and extinguished her red-tipped cigarette. 
“Ready,” she said, smiling brightly. She wore a violet dress, pleated 
from the waist to a length just below the knee. She picked up a silver 
evening bag from a shelf, checked its contents, and then moved 
towards the door. She slipped on a three-quarter-length fur, likely 
sable, the sight of which made Erica’s mouth water. “I'm late al- 
ready,” said the girl, a familiar catch in her voice. “We'll have to get 
going.” 


A bright, glittering, noisy party was in full swing when they ar- 
rived at the Club Royale. Peggy — as Erica had decided to call the 
brunette — held onto Erica’s hand as she guided her through the 
jostling throng to the noisiest table of all. “Peggy!” a platinum blonde 
shrieked. “I didn't think you could make it!” 
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“I didn't think I could, either,” Peggy shouted back with an impish 
grin at Erica. A tall, bushy-haired man with a thick moustache stood 
up and came over. He put his arms possessively about Peggy's 
shoulder and kissed her cheek. 


“It's nice to see you too, Ian,” laughed Peggy, pushing him away. 
She pulled Erica after her, sitting her down in Ian's vacant chair. 
“This is Erica, a real friend of mine,” Peggy shouted, and then dis- 
appeared with Ian pulling on her arm in the direction of the dance 
floor, where the boards were shaking to the beat of a heavy rock 
band. 


Erica thought she glimpsed a flash of violet cavorting on the stage 
but the whole riotous scene was in such constant motion that nothing 
stood still long enough for certainty. She herself was pulled onto 
the dance floor by different men in the group that Peggy had left 
her with and she didn't see Peggy for a while. Eventually, she flopped 
exhausted into a chair, to find Peggy sitting beside her, the arm of 
a different man about her shoulders. Peggy smiled. “Enjoying your- 
self?” she yelled, perspiration gleaming on her forehead. Erica pulled 
a face. It wasn't how she’d hoped to spend the evening, but she was 
having fun, despite the fact that this was the first time Peggy had 
spoken to her in an hour. Her eyes fell on the bearded man next to 
Peggy. 


“This is Bert,” Peggy's eyes rolled. “He’s a dear, but he tells every- 
body we're engaged. We're not,” she laughed. “We're just good 
friends.” 


Erica had to lean over to whisper her next question into Peggy’‘s 
ear. “How come so many different boys have come and asked me 
to dance?” she queried. “I don’t usually get this attention.” 


Peggy's grin was devilish. She leaned over and whispered in Erica's 
ear, “You're new and you look lovely. You really do. And they're 
probably trying to find out if you're a man or a woman. After all, 
this club does cater specially to transvestites. 


t e+ ke 


“But was every woman there really a man?” Erica's eyes showed 
the excited state of her emotions as she persisted in her questions. 
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Peggy put the key in the lock of her apartment. She was really 
tired now, exhausted in fact. “No,” she said, checking her makeup 
in the small mirror above the coat rack. “Actually, remarkably few 
were. I doubt there were more than twenty of us there tonight. But 
the Royale likes us to go there. It pulls in the tourists and sightseers. 
She hung the sable up with habitual care. “They get a few kicks, I 
guess, from trying to figure out which are the men in the women’s 
dresses.” 


Erica’s eyes were fascinated. “But I couldn’t tell any others at 
all,” she said. “I knew you were, but...” 


Peggy was laughing again. “Remember the platinum blonde whom 
you sat next to most of the night? He's a truck driver, named Herbie. 
Besides, if you'd asked the waiter, he’d have pointed us all out for 
a price. The club pays me off for each night I spend there, but I have 
to buy my own drinks.” 


Erica was shocked. “That sounds terrible,” she said. 


Peggy was fiddling with her hair. Finally the wig came off, and 
Dave Roth, in makeup and violet dress, stood back in the room. Erica 
was revolted at the sight. “Oh, please,” she said. “Put your wig back 
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on. 


Dave's eyebrows shot up. “Oh,’ he said. “You want me to be a 
woman all the time, eh?” Erica nodded rapidly. “I'll have to change 
then,” said Dave. “This wig’s too hot and these heels are killers.” 
He flounced up the steps to the back bedroom. “Help yourself to a 
drink,” he smiled over his shoulder, his mannish hair ruining the 
rest of his feminine appearance. 


The person who returned was more identifiable as Peggy Walker. 
He had attached just a small bun to the back of his naturally blonde 
hair. He also wore a long white robe, decorated with a dragon in 
blue and silver. This was slitted on both sides to reveal his long, well- 
shaped legs. He must also have kept on his bra, for his bust was 
quite prominent. He curled up on the loveseat opposite Erica, his 
bare feet under him. For the first time, Erica noticed that his toenails 
were painted the same color as his fingemails. 


“Did you call a cab yet?” he asked. 
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Erica looked puzzled. “Why?” she asked. 


“Well, it is late,” said Peggy. “I have to work for Barb Cooper 
tomorrow and you have to get home or your mother will have the 
police out looking for you.” 


“Oh no she won't,” a crafty look came into Erica’s grey eyes. “I 
told her that Peggy and I were going out, and that I’d spend the night 
at her place. She thought that it was a wonderful idea.” She hesitated. 
“I think she hopes that some of Peggy’s chic rubs off on me.” 


Peggy's face was a picture of fury. “How dare you!’ she was vehe- 
ment. “How dare you use me in a lie to your mother. I may have to 
pay you off for your silence about me publicly, but I don't deceive 
people near to me with what I am. If you wish to see me again, you 
must accept me for whatI am...” 


Erica was astonished. “You don’t deceive people?” she interrupted. 


“That's right,” Peggy went on. “I know what I am — a transvestite. 
That means that I’m a man. And it means you can't stay here in my 
one-bedroom flat.” 


Tears welled from Erica's eyes and she dropped her face into her 
hands. “Oh,” she cried. “I'm sorry. I didn’t realize I was so unattrac- 
tive to you.” 


Peggy stood up, moved over to the other love seat, and knelt down 
fracefully before Erica. Her slim hand, its bright diamond rings glit- 
tering, gently touched Erica's tear-spattered cheeck. “It isn’t that, 
darling,” he said tenderly. “It’s just that I find you too attractive, 
and I don’t trust myself.” 


Mrs. Mallett had rarely seen Erica so fussy and highly strung. You 
would have thought it was the First Family at least that was coming 
to visit, rather than just Erica’s model friends. Throughout the last 
four months, there had been noticeable changes in Erica. Her clothes 
were more stylish, her hair much neater and the diet she was follow- 
ing had improved her shape no end. Her thinner cheeks had given 
her a new look of maturity. She had not been as thrilled as Mrs. 
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Mallett had hoped when her mother had finally put her foot down and 
insisted that she bring the lovely Peggy home for a weekend. “It's 
about time,” Mrs. Mallett had scolded. “You spend every weekend, 
and almost every night, living and eating over there in that girl's 
apartment. It’s about time you repaid her hospitality.” 


The crunch of a car wheel on the gravel driveway made Erica 
jump like a scalded cat. She hurried off to the door. I'll just wait a 
moment, thought Mrs. Mallett, and let Erica make a proper introduc- 
tion. She heard the door open, and the clump of a case on the stone 
floor of the hallways. Then there was a silence. Well, time for her to 
show herself, she thought. 


Erica was clinging to a young man, her arms about him, in the 
still-open doorway, kissing him in a most impassioned manner, a 
manner which the young man was equally intent on returning. 


“Erica!” said Mrs. Mallett, her voice shocked. The pair broke away 
immediately. Erica quickly pushed the door shut and took hold of the 
young man’s hand. She was quaking and obviously nervous. 


“Mother,” she said, a tremble in her voice. “This is Dave Roth, my 
boy friend. We wanted to talk to you this weekend about our getting 
married.” 


“B-but ...” Mrs. Mallett was astounded. “You have another friend 
coming.” She hardly realized what she was hearing. Erica, the girl 
who had avoided boys since she was five. The girl whom she had 
worried about and lain awake at nights over, crying about her un- 
happiness. This girl, her daughter, was now bringing hom a young 
man, handsome, too, who actually wanted to marry her. She beamed 
at them both. “Well, what a beautiful surprise!” she cried. “Come on 
in, er, Dave, is it?” the man nodded. “We were expecting another 
friend of Erica’s,” she said, leading them into the drawing room. 
“Peggy Walker, she’s quite a famous model, you know...” 


Erica cut her short by saying, “Mother. Peggy is already here.” 


Mrs. Mallett looked about in confusion. “Where?” she said. “Oh 
Erica, don’t tell me your friend arrived and you slipped her in while 
I was out in the back. Whatever will she think of me?” 
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“Mrs. Mallett,” the young man looked at her calmly. Such a 
pleasant voice, she thought. “My professional name is Peggy Walker.” 


Confusion abounded on Mrs. Mallett's face. What was this young 
man saying? His professional name — but that would mean that 
this man was Peggy Walker. As the thought struck home, she sat 
down heavily, astonishment and incredulity on her face. 


“It's true, mother,” Erica sat beside her quickly. “I'm afraid that I 
haven't told you the whole truth about Peggy and me, that is, about 
Dave and me.” She glanced up anxiously at the young man, who 
still stood impassively watching the older woman. “I discovered, 
quite by accident, that Peggy was really a man at that fashion show 
you dragged me to. Dave wouldn't stand for me lieing to you any- 
more about him. If I marry him, and I want to very much, Dave in- 
sisted that I let you know that he is a transvestite.” 


Mrs. Mallett’s hand was over her heart. “Whatever is that?” she 
asked. It was as if some kind of monster had come creeping into 
her house. 


“I like to dress in women’s clothing,” said Dave. “I've been good 
enough at it that I've been able to earn my living as a woman.” 


“But you're not dressed that way now,” Mrs. Mallett was even more 
confused, 


Dave smiled. “No,” his voice was patient and friendly. “I am a 
man, and IJ intend to stay one. Sometimes, though,” his face clouded 
slightly, “I do like to dress up.” He looked at Erica. “It’s become 
almost a full time occupation lately, but likely that will wear off.” 


“Never,” murmured Erica determinedly. 


“If I marry Erica,” the blue eyes turned fully toward Mrs. Mallett, 
“you'll have to accept me for what I am. I don’t wish to deceive any- 
one into thinking I'm something I'm not. I'm a man. I'm a transves- 
tite.” His jaw was set firmly as he finished. Erica stood, took his hand, 
and leaned against him. 


“If it's all right with you, Mother,” she said, “I'd like to ask Peggy 
to join us now.” 
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“What?” Mrs. Mallett didn’t fully understand. “Oh, yes,” she said, 
bewildered. “Whatever you like.” 


As the pair left the room, she headed straight for the cupboard 
she kept her “medicinal” brandy. Her hand was shaking as she poured 
herself a glass. Well, Erica obviously had her mind made up. She took a 
deep draught of the brandy. She was into her fourth when she saw 
Erica excitedly showing Peggy the grounds. Peggy turned back to- 
wards the window. Her soft angora blue sweater showed off her 
rounded breasts. She tossed her blonde hair and held onto her skirt as 
the wind threatened to blow it upwards. Erica was laughing. Mrs. Mal- 
lett could hear the sound thrugh the glass, and she saw Erica point to 
her own pant suit. The wind gusted harder, exposing the stockings, 
black suspenders and blue frilly panties that Peggy-Dave was wear- 
ing. Mrs. Mallett turned away and thought as carefully as four brandies 
would allow. She’d have to go along with it for now. Erica was surely 
besotted with him. But she’d encourage them not to get married for a 
while. If Dave could be persuaded to stay with them permanently, she 
could try to feminize him so much that Erica wouldn't want him. 


Yes, that was the key, she thought. Then she could introduce a few 
nice eligible men to the girls. Set up a few parties, perhaps. She looked 
out at the laughing, giggling girls in the orchard. Yes, she thought. 
They'd surely accept that. 


NEW PRICES 


In this issue of TVia there is a new, revised price list. Please consult it 
when you are about to order any of the merchandise because these are 
the items that have had to have their prices changed. All these items 
are either bought from others or are made from bought materials. You 
are all aware that prices of almost everything have gone up, thus the 
prices of the things I buy to resell or to process for sale have been 

._ raised to me and I have no choice but to pass them on to you. 


I have so far managed to hold the price of the printed items where 
they have been in the past even though computer typesetting, printing 
and platemaking, paper and bindery charges keep on rising. I may 
have to go back to unjustified right margins and plain typed manu- 
scripts or possibly reduce the number of pages. The alternative would 
be to increase the prices. I don’t want to do this if it can be avoided. So 
for the moment, with your help on the postage, by adding 10 percent to 
the bill, we'll try to hold the line. 
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“Ralph! Surely you're not going out all dressed up like that! 
Why, Bill’s just wearing sports clothes.” 
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This is a true and unfortunate story written to explain some of 
the dangers of our hobby. As a preliminary explanation, the only 
activity of the victim involved was a late night walk and quiet win- 
dow shopping, dressed as he wished to be dressed. There were no ap- 
proaches, no solicitation, no misconduct. His usual guiding rule to 
speak softly only when spoken to doesn’t apply since he did not meet 
anyone at this location. 


It was a warm evening, March 9th, Shrove Tuesday — the last day 
of the traditional Mardi Gras. What better time for an innocent mas- 
querade? 


I left my apartment about 9:30 p.m. and drove to my favorite shop- 
ping mall. My costume was a new black pantsuit, a Christmas gift to 
myself, pink blouse, dark brown wig, and simple plain pumps with 
two-inch set-back heels. My make-up artist and dear wife had 
checked make-up and hair-do and started to prepare for bedtime. 
This wasn’t really my favorite combination since I prefer slacks with 
three-inch heels, a combination worn rarely by GG’s, yet often 
enough that no obvious stares are made except by this writer. 


I did change to three-inch heels just before leaving the car and 
strolled to the mall entrance to begin my window shopping tour. Re- 
flections from some darkened windows assured me that the six-foot 
lady looked presentable. This was one of more than a dozen visits to 
this place, and, as usual, I lingered at the Tall Shop display. 


To digress a bit, 1972 had brought an almost eight-month period of 
unemployment. During the long, enforced idleness, many pleasant 
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hours were spent in feminine attire at home waiting for employment 
agency calls. Many days out in the world were enjoyed doing first- 
time things. At least four walks were made in this same mall, visits 
made to service station ladies rooms and there was one memorable 
visit to a large park one quiet October aftemoon. This included a 
walk along a canal, climbing the steps of a restored antique railroad 
car observation platform and enjoying various other points of interest. 
The nearby deserted place had one young muscular maintenance 
man and perhaps half a dozen guests. In April, 1970, I took my first 
walk through a suburban Atlanta department store. This was re- 
peated — quickly in and quickly out — safely at least a dozen more 
times. Three shopping trips with purchases were made at an all-night 
supermarket where, needless to say, I pushed the basket up and down 
each aisle noticing that the glass soft drink cases made acceptable 
full-length mirrors. Many hours were spent driving on the interstate 
highways, and I smile when I hear a GG complain that it is so diffi- 
cult to drive when wearing heels. I know that this is a thrill, not at all 
difficult. 


Actually, my various trips had been so successful that it seemed 
that Helen could go anywhere. One unfulfilled desire was to enjoy a 
snack or short dinner in a restaurant. The initial nervousness of be- 
ginning a walk in a shopping center or a quiet residential section 
would pass after the first few minutes and then the period of relaxed 
enjoyment could begin. A big scare happened in the beautiful Phelps 
Center in Atlanta one spring evening just as the theatre audience 
exited and seemed to surround me. It seemed like a thousand people, 
but I brazenly joined the crowd of 50 to 75, walked back to the car 
and drew no noticeable stares. 


With the activity history out of the way we can get back to March 
9th, Tragedy Day. I enjoyed my stroll with a single nervous moment 
when a security guard said, “It’s a long mall to walk, isn't it?” I 
nodded in polite agreement and continued on my way. After 25 
minutes or so as I decided to leave, one of the clean-up crew came 
over to me to say that the mall was now locked and he would take me 
to the exit. As this real gentleman held the door open for the lady 
who was at least six inches taller, I whispered a quiet, “Thank you 
and goodnight.” I paused to look at an outdoor display just to check 
his reaction. The man had returned to his regular duties. I was happy 
to see that he was not staring from behind that locked door. I then 
calmly put another cigarette in my holder, lighted it, and walked 
back to my car, elated that I had passed two separate encounters. 


21 


JRansvestia 


I changed from pants to skirt and stopped at a smaller plaza for 
another pleasant but shorter walk. The bar was open and I was seen 
from a distance by two or three other people, but no one seemed to 
stare. A couple left the cocktail lounge, glanced my way, then re- 
tumed to their obviously more interesting conversation. The time was 
11:30 p.m. 


A planned walk in the downtown area of this town was not made 
because a policeman was busily checking each store for locked 
doors. I drove on to my special plaza which had the 24-hour super- 
market. I changed to my newest (like new — Goodwill) black patent 
pumps with two and a half-inch slender heels. These with the skirt 
made the costume look much more ordinary. After parking the car, I 
walked over to linger at the brilliantly lighted shoe store display. It 
was nice to know that my new inexpensive slender heel shoes were 
more attractive, at least to me, than any of the shoes on display with 
their chunky low heels or their platforms. The walk took me next to a 
furniture store, back for another look at the shoe store, then to the 
soft drink machine. A very wrong decision sent me back to the car 
instead of into the supermarket. Most likely, if I had gone shopping 
there, the next incidents would not have taken place. It was almost 
midnight and Wednesday would be another work day. Bedtime would 
be at least 1:30 a.m. so I reluctantly walked back to the car. I took off 
the suit jacket and draped it over the passenger seat. A police officer 
pulled into the parking lot, seemed not to notice, and passed near the 
supermarket. As I drove away, so did the officer. I stalled the motor, 
he waited for me to restart and let me go ahead. He followed me to 
the highway and at the next light I was relieved to see that he pulled 
into the left turn lane with signal flashing. Evidently as he pulled 
alongside, he was making an accurate reading. When the light turned 
green, he pulled in behind me and I saw the horrible flashing red 
light. I pulled over into the wide part of a savings and loan office 
driveway and awaited my fate. He asked for my drivers’ license 
which I retrieved from my wallet which was in the rear seat in my 
trouser pocket. Next he asked me to get out of the car and began the 
questioning. He did not believe my story about the masquerade party 
in the next town. He asked for the host's name and address. He de- 
finitely did not believe the truth, that I was merely window shopping 
and buying a soft drink. He radioed for assistance after I pleaded for 
him to let me go with a warming. Two more cruisers appeared just as 
if this were the crime of the century. I was treated as if I were armed 
and dangerous. The Pepsi-Cola was sniffed by all officers present. 
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One kindly young man who later did the photography and finger- 
printing evidently believed that the drink contained neither drugs 
nor alcohol, did let the flannel-mouthed suspect finish the drink. 


I was arrested and handcuffed and stuffed into the back seat of a 
police car. “For your protection as well as ours,” was the answer when 
I asked, “Why the handcuffs?” Imagine if you will a 47-year-old 
modestly dressed quiet lady who had never harmed anyone when 
wearing the clothing usually known as apropriate to either sex, being 
hauled away, handcuffed, to the police station which was in sight 
about two blocks away. Ridiculous! The fingerprinting and picture- 
taking was completed in about an hour. The Polaroid wasn't working 
well and over a dozen snaps were made. I did not smile even though 
inwardly there was a devilish urge to ask for half a dozen 8x10 
glossies. I heard, “Be sure to get the shoes,” more than once. Maybe 
they thought they were pretty, too. My car was towed to a garage in 
an adjoining town and $12.50 retrieved it, the most inexpensive item 
of the ordeal. 


Around 1:30 a.m. bond was set for the dangerous criminal at $200. 
I was allowed to make that one phone call, and that was after the 
police explained that the town’s bondsmen would not act for a non- 
resident. Luckily my wife had the first hundred and woke my mother- 
in-law for the second. I don’t know that mama believes the excuse 
given. She doesn't know about Helen, and could never understand. 
My wife is listed in error in the FPE director as “C.” She is definitely 
at least “A” — and has been for many experiences before this one 
which saved me from an overnight residence in the pokey. 


The courteous young officer went to the car to get what these folk 
considered my correct clothing. I was allowed to use the hospital- 
clean jail cell to change. The city building is almost new but it's not a 
nice place o visit under such circumstances. I was temporarily free 
and home by 4 a.m. 


A local lawyer was engaged. His fee was reasonable at $200 for 
three court sessions. Neither he nor the judge knew a whit about the 
FP situation. I tried to educate both of them with Virginia's articles. 
The judge was willing to consider an opinion by an analyst. The visit 
and letter which explained in lay language that I am a harmless 
kook, not at all dangerous, cost another hundred dollars. The judge 
finally decided to “still be hard-nosed about this” and the sentence 
was $50 fine, $8 court costs, 30 days in jail suspended (thank good- 
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ness!) and one year “good behavior.” This means that if 1 am arrested 
again for the same offense anywhere, I must also serve their 30 days 
in their sanitary jail. This is the local version of probation without a 
probation officer. All of my clothing was held for evidence, displayed 
in court in a paper bag held up while the prosecutor described the 
contents. With the two continuances, the attorney didn’t know or 
remember about the 30-day limit on “criminal” evidence, so I lost an 
outfit, Timex and the pretty shoes. 


Now after many happy, frightened and relaxed strolls over a period 
of more than 25 years, I am closeted and stroll only around our tiny, 
three-room apartment. The attorney was willing to pursue the case on 
constitutional grounds. I just couldn't afford the additional cost and 
possible publicity. This happened after an eight-month period of job 
hunting. Middle-aged semi-pros are on the back row of the used car 
lot of employment agencies. 


Virginia, bless her, was a great help with advice and moral support. 
I wish to thank her for all of us. 


So now, all I can do for about five more months is to sit here, in this 
lovely outfit (guess which type!) and try to issue a warning to all of 
you to check the local law before you go out as a lady in a public 
place. If anyone knows a place that our public strolling is not illegal, 
east of the Mississippi, please let me know. 


I was thinking of asking the judge for a special 24-hour parole for 
Halloween, but we decided on a visit to a club 80 miles away — for 
their female impersonator party. And, on Halloween night, we stayed 
home to avoid a long trip on a stormy night. 


All dressed up and no piace to go — again! 
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A METAMORPHOSE 


EE Helen O'Connor 


My husband, Bill, loves textures like silk, nylon, velvet, and satin. 
He buys me the loveliest slips, panties, and dresses, and much of our 
love-making begins when he strokes and fondles me while I am 
dressed in my soft fabrics to please him. His hands caress the material 
and me, and then move onto the creamy texture of my skin. 


Coupled with this is his love for the sound that women can make 
with their skirts and dresses. The whisper of silk, the rustle of nylon, 
the rasp of taffeta, makes him sit up and take notice. I believe that 
he first proposed to me when I dressed in my full taffeta skirt which I 
had made with him in mind; the rustle of my clothes heralded my 
entrance, and I found him paying complete attention when I walked 
up to him, then as well as the rest of the evening. We had a lovely 
time dancing to soft music, eating to candle-light, and then he pro- 
posed. It was a wonderful evening. 


When we were married, I already knew of his desires, as well as his 
liking for bright colors, dainty ruffles, sheer fabrics, and the lavish 
use of lace wom by us women. I had considered him very carefully 
while we were dating; he was an aero-space engineer making a good 
salary, but he always had a little frown furrowed into his forehead as 
if he didn’t like his job, or as if it were too much for him. And he had 
some very feminine qualities. I gathered my notions together, and 
after we were married, I put my plans into effect. 


He is a rather tall woman, about 5’10”, but he is small-boned, 
slender with smooth muscles, and a round face with big eyes, what 
people call a “baby face.” I’m getting ahead of myself, but he is very 
attractive in his delicate girlish things. 
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First, I began to test him. He likes ruffles, so I bought him a couple 
of dress-formal shirts, the kind with ruffles and lace at the wrist and all 
down the front. He laughed when he saw them, but he wore them, 
and not just on occasional dress-up occasions; he would wear them 
open-necked as sport shirts. Of course, under them, he wore silk or 
nylon underpants or undershirts. Soon, he no longer used his ordinary 
cotton underwear. 


Once, while driving through San Francisco, we passed a clothing 
shop which advertised “ROMANTIC SHIRTS.” He didn't go in; he 
never did go in to see what they offered, but the phrase caught his 
attention. “What is a romantic shirt?” he asked with a quizzical twist 
of his mouth. I giggled, because I had a sudden flash of inspiration, 
but I let him continue speaking his thoughts. “I know what a romantic 
shirt would be like for me.” 


He persued the subject, and things developed so nicely that I almost 
hugged myself. “What would a romantic shirt look like in your mind?” 
I asked. 


“Well ...” His hair grew down to his collar in those days, a nice 
helmet for his small head, and as he thought, he ran his fingers through 
it. “Well, I'm thinking back to swashbuckling times when the swords- 
men had lace ruffles at their wrists, full, flowing sleeves, and large 
lacy collars.” 


Perfect! I felt delighted, and when his birthday came, I presented 
him with his version of a romantic shirt — one with full flowing sleeves 
which had lace ruffles at the wrists, and a lovely collar with wide 
points lovingly bedecked with lace. He blushed, but his eyes lit up, 
and he put it on right there. 


That is when he discovered my “mistake.” Men's shirts button so 
that it overlaps to the right; feminine blouses button so that they over- 
lap to the left, and his shirt fastened to the left. He wore a blouse, 
and he didn’t seem to mind; it became his favorite shirt-blouse. 


About this time, he bought a Nehru jacket to wear. It was fashion- 
able, but I don't think that he really liked it because it was so heavy 
and close-fitting, like armour. But then, one day I leafed through one 
of the mail-order catalogs and noticed a sweet little blouse. It had 
little puff sleeves trimmed in lace, a lace-bedecked front panel, but- 
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toned up the back, but the perfect touch was the collar, a stand-up 
collar which ended in a ruff. Just the thing for his Nehru jacket, I de- 
cided. He had been wondering what to wear with it as his dress shirts 
didn’t show, and his romantic shirt-blouse was completely hidden 
except for the lace cuffs. Sometimes he wore it with only a nylon T- 
shirt undemeath, but I knew that this cunning blouse would have a 
romantic touch that he would like. 


I guessed at a size which would fit him; not a wild guess because 
I had his measurements, ordered, and in a week or so, I presented it 
to him. 


At first, after he had opened the box, he was non-plused; then his 
smooth skin flushed as he unfolded it and held it up for inspection. 
I could see from his smile that he was tickled with it, and at the same 
time, he immediately caught the idea of the ruff going with his Nehru 
jacket. 


He put it on then and there, and I helped him fit his unaccustomed 
masculine hands into the dainty puffed sleeves and buttoned it up 
the back. He looked charming and very sweet as he admired himself 
in front of the mirror; I could see that with a little help, a little padding, 
and training, he would make an attractive woman. 


He got his Nehru jacket, and I hated to see his girlish blouse hid- 
den from sight, but the perky ruff added a soft touch of elegance to 
the masculine jacket, and he admired the effect in a mirror. “Wow,” 
he said as he pivoted back and forth to admire it from all angles. “I 
won't be able to take the jacket off when we go out, but it does look 
nice. 


Unseen by him, I turned the thermosiat of our apartment up, and 
later the jacket got warm, and in the privacy of our living room, he 
took it off, but kept the blouse on until we left to go out for dinner. 
He looked adorable, soft and sweet. While we were eating, people did 
notice his elegant appearance, and I enjoyed our meal ail the more 
because of his self-consciousness; he left his jacket on and buttoned. 
all evening. We shared a secret. 


While he happily wore his blouse, I had another idea, and in a week, 
I sewed it and had it made. His masculine underwear looked so plain 
and dowdy under his translucent blouse — I made him a camisole. 
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It was made just like an undershirt, with no bustline, as I didn’t want 
to move too fast and scare him, but I chose the silkiest tricot that I 
could find, decorated it with lace, and for the shoulder straps, I used 
lace beaded with a blue ribbon. 


He loved it; he does like pretty things, and when I noticed that he 
wore it under his regular shirts, 1 whipped him up several more cam- 
isoles, all beautifully bedecked with finery on silky fabric. He began 
wearing them regularly, keeping them neatly folded in his underwear 
drawer, and for a “joke,” I made him a pair of panties to match each 
camisole, each decorated with ribbons, lace and bows, and each 
with a fly-front opening. Several were briefs, and several were bloom- 
ers, and several had the boxer style, but all of them were feminine. 


I sat on the bed as he pulled the first one on, a brief with lace ruffles 
decorating each elasticized leg opening. He pulled them slowly up 
his legs, as if he were savoring the smooth sensation, up over his 
fanny, up to encircle his waist, and then he ran his hands over the 
rich lace and silky material. 


I could tell that he cherished the softness and coolness. Then he 
turned to me and laughed. “Wow!” he exclaimed. “Wearing these 
things, I wouldn't dare make advances to any other woman.” 


I helped him into his matching camisole and slip into his dainty, 
puffed sleeve blouse, a pair of slacks, and sandals, and he was dressed 
for the day. He looked precious, but he wasn’t wearing a skirt, and 
I wasn't satisfied. The slacks were so ordinary. “Say,” I said, struck 
by a sudden thought. “It’s a pity that you men can't wear pretty things 
like we do. Why don’t I lend you a pair of my slacks to finish off your 
costume.” 


He smiled at my words. “You're right,” he said, running his hands 
down over his chino slacks. “These don’t seem to really hack it, and 
you know, I've long wondered what those pleated slacks of yours 
would feel like.” 


He didn't need to tell me anymore, and in a minute, I had my slacks 
out and he had them on, pulling their elastic waist over his hips. They 
were the kind of slacks which have a flurry of pleats all the way around 
each leg, providing a fullness of fabric which resembles a skirt. He 
pirouetted in front of a mirror, and laughed as the pleats flared out 
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in a graceful, feminine way. “So that is what they feel like,” he said. 
“I like the sensation.” 


He looked lovely, with his skin flushed and eyes sparkling, as he 
walked back and forth, testing the new fellings; his worried frown 
disappeared, and he looked so much better, lighter, and gentle. I knew 
then that my notions had been correct, and I knew that I could tie 
him to me forever. 


Right after that, while browsing in a fabric store — that is one thing 
that my job downtown in the advertising agency did for me; I could 
search for fabrics and patterns. I found a crepe-backed satin. The 
sales lady told me that each side of the fabric could be used on the 
outside, and that it was completely washable. Now there was some- 
thing that fit perfectly into my plans. I quickly chose a lovely lilac 
color, bought enough yardage, and for Christmas my hubby got a satin 
caftan, a special one with the sides flared so that when he moved, the 
satin which I placed on the inside caressed his body all the way down 
to his toes. 


I had made sure that Bill could choose from all of my slacks, and 
that I had plenty of feminine ones that he could wear. He wore a pair 
of black velvet ones, together with a white-sheer blouse with full 
sleeves, looking absolutely beautiful for the occasion. He unwrapped 
his package and lifted the satin garment out of the tissue paper, and 
his face lit up with pleasure. After a quick kiss and hug to show his 
satisfaction, he pulled his pretty things off and slipped the caftan 
over his head. It fitted him perfectly, and he was pleased with it. 
He wore it all day long, and that night, he wore it to bed, just as I 
had hoped that he would. We had a sweet union with wonderful close- 
ness, me in my long ruffly night gown, and him aroused in his satin — 
what should I call it — his nightgown. He wore it to bed constantly 
after that, revelling in the luxurious feeling that it gave him. The next 
morning, he kissed me, and told me how delicious it made him feel, 
and best of all, he put in a request for other night gowns. 


He helped me design others, all satin, full sleeves, ruffles at the wrist 
and neck, full folds of cloth falling to the floor. He looked charming as 
he traipsed around the apartment, and I could tell that he was learn- 
ing the sensation of having skirts ripple and sway around his legs. 
He loved the sensation that the soft fabric gave to his body, sensa- 
tions that we women take for granted, and even reject as being im- 
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practical, because we are dressed in them from our childhood. And 
I knew that the garments were training him in the direction that I 
wanted him to travel, and which I knew now that he wanted to go. 


He learned to spread his skirt to each side so that he wouldn't 
wrinkle the cloth so much when he sat down. He became adept at 
gathering his gown up when he rose from the chair so that he wouldn't 
trip over the hem. He daintily lifted his skirts as he went up stairs, and 
bit by bit, he made more and more of a bewitching feminine picture. 


He found that rough fingernails caught on delicate fabric, and he 
began manicuring his fingernails, putting colorless nail polish on, 
as well as using hand lotion, so that his hands became soft and white. 
He carefully shaped his nails, and his fingers seemed to be so much 
longer and graceful. One morning I gave him a pedicure, which he 
enjoyed, and after that, he didn’t hesitate to pull on my knee-high 
hose when he wore a feminine pair of slacks and sandals. 


Other things changed — I don’t remember when he had last had 
a haircut, so it hung down to his shoulders now; he began taking 
better care of it, washing it oftener, so that it was soft and fluffy, and 
then brushing it until it gleamed with its own light. I pointed out 
that the mukluks, which he occasionally wore, did not add to his ap- 
pearance as he swirled around in his nightgowns, and at a shopping 
trip, under his direction, I bought him a pair of boudoir slippers, a 
fetching pair, with high spike heels, and little bits of fur over the in- 
step. He giggled self-consciously as he slipped them on, and he had 
to leam how to walk in them, but soon he developed a small, womanly 
stride that helped him carry his long skirts off beautifully, as he glided 
along. I knew that he would be able to wear high heels later on, and I 
was pleased that my trick of making his caftans just a little too long 
had worked so nicely. 


I used my influence when I could. I complained of his beard scratch- 
ing my face, and he admitted that a man does get tired of shaving 
day after day. He began to take electrolysis treatment for beard re- 
moval. In turn, he complained of the heavy, loose-hanging fabric 
catching on his throat and gagging him if he moved or lay down the 
wrong way. I quickly designed a nightgown for him — satin — 
gathered at his waist with a long sweeping skirt; it had ties that 
gathered the fabric nicely around his waist, tying into a neat bow and 
bobbing up and down as he walked in his high-heeled slippers. 
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One morning he wore his nightgown and stood against the sunlight 
in the window; I was prepared for that moment and told him that I 
was aghast at his exposure as I could see the full outline of his body. 
I quickly got a full-length nylon slip which I had bought at a bridal 
salon; it was lavishly decorated and was fitted at the waist, being 
closed by a zipper. I handed it to him, and demanded that he wear 
it. He didn’t give me any argument, but in a minute had slipped it 
on, letting the lustrous fabric fall from his shoulders but although 
it reached the proper length, it didn't want to close at the waist. 


This was part of my plan; I didn’t know if he would accept a waist 
cincher, but I had a strip of cloth which I wound around his masculine 
waist tightly, pulling it in, and this worked; I quickly pulled the zipper 
up. The lovely slip fitted perfectly, and he modestly put his night- 
gown caftan over this. 


His acceptance of the pretty slip enboldened me, and I made 
another move. I complained that my job was taking more of my time 
as I had greater responsibility and I couldn't spend hours making him 
pretty things any longer. As time went on, I bought him things, a night- 
gown and peignoir set, robes, panties, and other intimate apparel, 
including a waist cincher to replace the make-shift strip of fabric. 
He loved his new things and looked so sweet in a waltz-length night- 
gown and peignoir set, as he brushed his shining hair at the dressing 
table prior to coming to bed that I fell in love with him all over again. 


While we enjoyed developing our own lives, events in the country 
were not going well; Nixon came into power. The bottom fell out of the 
aero-space industry, and Bill was one of the aero-space engineers 
who lost their jobs. And he couldn't find another one. We learned first- 
hand of the unemployment statistics, and Bill was devastated. 


He went out day after day searching for work in his line, and then 
for work in any line, but he couldn't find it. From a sweet, smiling, 
and attractive feminine man, he changed to a depressed and forlorn 
individual who tumed to his girlish clothes for solace. The tight con- 
striction of the waist-cincher seemed to bolster his morale, and I was 
glad that his soft garments did offer him something in his hour of need. 


In an effort to help his morale and to give him a new outlook, I began 
putting makeup on his face. Time and time again, I would put bright 


lipstick on his soft lips, brush color onto his cheeks, outline his big 
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eyes with eye-liner and eye-shadow, to try to give him a lift; soon 
he learned how to apply his own makeup. Slowly he got into the habit 
of staying at home, dressed in ruffled robe or caftan, cleaning the 
apartment and making dinner ready for me when I got home. 


My job was allright at the advertising agency, but as my respon- 
sibilities increased, I could feel the effort and be dead tired in the 
evening. I must admit, though, that the increase in my salary did com- 
pensate me a great deal and helped make up for the loss of Bill’s pay. 


I would find him in the kitchen with a frilly apron protecting his 
pretty things, and he would fix me a drink so that we could relax be- 
fore he served a hot, gourmet meal. He seemed to enjoy experimenting 
with different dishes, and he kept the apartment spic and span. He 
learned to wash and iron, so that our feminine clothes were always in 
the best of condition. I taught him how to sew, embroider, crochet, and 
knit, so that he had something to do if the hours dragged, and he made 
us some lovely things, including a darling shaw] for each of us. I loved 
to see him sit with his dark head bent over a swath of fabric making 
delicate little stitches; his hair was quite long now, and I had snipped 
here and there to create a girlish hairstyle; he would hold it back 
into place by tying it with a bright hank of yarn in a pony-tail. 


His nightgowns and robes were not very practicable for housework, 
so I bought him some skirts, full or pleated, as he seemed to prefer 
those when I wore them, sweaters and blouses, and some pretty slips 
to wear with them. He had been wearing the waist cincher, so a couple 
of lovely dresses fitted him nicely, especially when we traded the 
waist cincher for a Merry Widow corset which also pulled in his waist 
and gave him a beautiful bustline. 


I finally succeeded in my job at the advertising company and be- 
gan taking over accounts of my own as a copywriter. Because of my 
position, when an odd job did open up at my firm, I felt that I could 
offer it to Bill. We settled down for drinks before supper one night and 
I talked it over with him. 


“Bill, I can offer you a part-time job at the agency, but there is a 
catch.” He nodded as he waited for me to make the explanation. He 
brushed a stray hair back; his dark hair had been neatly parted on 
the right side, and a cute white bow was attached to the hairpin which 
held the long hair on his left side back. 
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“The firm wants a librarian, one to do research and filing, but they 
want a girl.” I stopped to let the news sink in. He smoothed his skirt, 
plucking at it with soft touches; he wore a pink, full-skirted, shirt- 
waist dress that he had made himself, and I was ready to bet that 
he had sewed the taffeta petticoat which fluffed out his skirt and that 
rustled as he moved. 


“It would be a start, and you could handle it. And I know that you 
could develop it into something better, but you will have to put away 
your masculine role and notions and be a full-time girl.” 


He nodded again, and I could see his white teeth bite on his dark, 
red-painted lips. “I love my pretty things,” he finally blurted out. “I 
love my new role.” 


I moved closer to her and put my arm over her shoulder. “You make 
a lovely girl and wife,” I said. 


With a soft sigh, she let her head rest shyly on my shoulder. I could 
see that she had plucked her eyebrows into a lovely arch. “Then you'll 
take the job?” I asked. “I know that you can do it, and you make such 
a beautiful girl that no one will suspect your masquerade.” 

Suddenly bashful, she snuggled her face into my neck. I could feel 
her body relax as she sweetly surrendered to me. “Yes, I'll do it,” she 


whispered. 


She made such a gentle, feminine image — “You will have to have a 
girl's name,” I said. “We can’t call you Bill any longer.” 


“Helen,” she whispered. And I knew that she had dropped her former 
masculine role for all time. 


And a sweet, loving wife she is, my Helen. 


—_—_————_—- 8 =——_— 
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ELECTROLYSIS 


PERMANENT HAIR REMOVAL 
MODERN SHORT WAVE - COMFORTABLE - MEDICALLY APPROVED 


Convenient N.E. Phila. locations, nr. Rising Sun & Cottman, Nr. Veree & Rhawn 


Call RA 5-5878 for Directions and Appointments 
Mrs. Blossom C. Paster 


Private Make-Up Sessions — Occasional Cross-Dress Parties 
Appointments Required 


“Harry, I thought you said we'd collect more donations dressed 
like this. I've been here for four hours and all I've gotten are sore 
feet from these damned high heels!” 


36 


FICTION 


I'LL LEAD, YOU FOLLOW! 


Helen O'Connor -— eee CT 


Soon it will be time to dress in my bridal gown. My veil hangs high 
on the wall; it is long enough to flow down into a train. I run my 
hands down my white satin slip, cupping my breasts, caressing my 
small waist which is pulled in even more by a Merry Widow corset, 
and then rounding out over my hips. 


My bridal gown, full-skirted in chiffon, with a high neckline and 
sheer, full sleeves that gather at the wrist in ruffles, is gorgeous, a 
dream that every girl longs for and hopes for. My dark hair has been 
carefully combed, curls falling to my shoulder, and I have a scarf 
over it for protection when the soft folds of my skirt slip over my head 
and down over my body. Everything about me is exquisitely groomed 
— elegantly polished finger nails that help shape my rather chunky 
hands into smoothly tapering fingers. I will make a lovely feminine 
picture as I walk out into the auditorium. 


What a time I have had since the days I practiced my dance act 
with my sister, Janet. I was her partner and leader, and we made an 
attractive couple. You see, I'm really a man, and I'll tell you my story, 
how I came to be dressed in lovely lingerie, after spending most of my 
life wearing cotton jockey or boxer shorts. 


My name was Carl, and I am a dancer. I love to dance. As a boy, I 
went to dancing school — ballroom, tap, ballet; I studied them all. 
When I finished my education, I had made my plans; I would work for 
a year, save some money, and then I would start a career in ballroom 
dancing, at concerts, night clubs, plays. Once I had a reputation, I 
would switch over into the choreographer bit, and then into directing. 
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The dance called the twist, and rock and roll had run its course, 
and now, couples do “touch” dancing — the fox trot, waltz, rhumba, 
and big bands were coming back into fashion. What other dance 
team worked out there? I felt that it was the right time, with the right 
idea; how could I lose? And I was good. Everyone who saw me knew 
that I was good. If I heard a tap dancer doing his routine I could 
duplicate it, and then I could embellish it. I had ideas which I could 
express and dramatize in time to music. 


That is why my sister, Janet, and I practiced in the old hall with 
the mirrors lining it, and the junky straight-backed chairs standing 
about. We had a record player. I would start the record going, and 
Janet and I went over the steps and patterns that I had developed, 
doing them time and time again, trying to refine our gestures, adding 
to the lines of our bodies, striving for a harmonious whole. I drove the 
two of us, hour after hour, altering this, suggesting that; and as I look 
back, I wonder how much of this was an effort to reduce the fattiness 
of my hips; they were rounded, not the lean-hipped slimness that I 
yearned for. 


Alas, my physical body did not meet the ideal of a saturine dancer 
which was in my mind's eye. I was small-boned, short, and slender, but 
my figure did not have the muscular ruggedness that many men have. 
My flesh was soft and curved, much to my irritation, despite the 
weights that I lifted, and the calisthenics that I did. I would do a lift 
with Janet, or a twirl, or whatever, and I could feel my muscles strain, 
and sometimes crack. Often fatigue would roll over me, and we would 
stop for a short breather. It was almost too much for me, but my deter- 
mination drove me on. 


Poor Janet — she danced as my partner because of her affection for 
me, her loyalty to our family, since both of our parents were dead, 
and her wish to help me succeed. Her heart was not in it, not in the 
way that mine was, but I was not sensitive enough to this. A small, 
pert girl, with long dark hair, she sometimes drooped with fatigue and 
discouragement, especially after a period when I had drilled her on 
one step, time and time again. 


She wore a leotard and tights that final day, and I wore a sweat 
suit. Her straight hair was bound back by a leather thong; my hair 
was long, too, as I hadn't decided how I wanted it shaped, and it 
hung down to my shoulders. 
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Lois came in then. She is a big girl who shares my love and en- 
thusiasm for the dance. Unfortunately, she is taller than I am, taller 
than most male dancers, and heavier, so that she didn’t have a part- 
ner, but she sometimes tried a solo spot. She was good, with lovely 
lines, and she had good ideas as a choreographer, even if I found 
her a little too insistent on her own ideas, a little too dominating; 
still she was a great boon to me and offered many suggestions which 
helped my act. 


Dressed in a red jersey and black slacks, she came in and went to 
the record player where she could stop and start the music to suit 
our needs. Janet and I practiced a lift, and it never seemed to come 
off right — my loft would be off, or her body lines, or her jump, or 
my heave. 


Finally Lois came over. “Maybe I can help,” she said. “Carl, you 
know what you want. You be Janet for a minute, and I'll lift you; then 
you can show Janet how it should look.” 


We had never tried it like that before, but I felt game. Backing off, 
I swept my arms out, stepped in; and seizing my waist, Lois lifted me 
perfectly. Up, high, floating, like an angel, I completed my movement, 
and Lois lowered me to the floor, our bodies moving in perfect unity. 


A moment of thrill and surprise — I didn’t know that Lois had the 
strength to do that. Then Lois nodded. “Again,” she commended. I 
stepped back, came in and floated up towards the ceiling. What a 
sensation to be handled in that masterful way; I was a bird, a cloud, a 
bit of dandelion fluff. No — no! A child, a baby thrown up to touch 
the moon — a baby, to be held and cherished. 


How wonderful to be a baby again, supported and free in my de- 
pendence. I felt like squealing with rapture, like clapping my hands 
with glee; I wanted to do it again and again, but Lois stepped back. 
“Now, you two do it,” she said. 


That's when it happened. I felt giddy, and my muscles were still 
tired. That must have caused it. We didn't need the phonograph to 
rehearse the lift, so I arranged my body, stepped forward, and Janet 
glided in to meet me. A surge of effort, catching my breath, my body 
straining. I lifted Janet up, held her there for the count, and then, as 
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I lowered her to the floor, my hand slipped; something gave as I tried 
to put her down. 


She fell. She landed off balance on her right leg, and it broke. I 
heard it crack. I'll never forget the sound, and then the sight of Janet's 
leg at an odd angle. And my dreams and hopes crashed at the same 
time. 


Lois and I did what we could. We got her to the hospital where the 
doctors put a cast on her. They didn't even keep her long, a couple of 
days, and reassuring us that it would be alright, they sent her home, 
together with a pair of crutches, to recuperate with a strict regimen 
of rest and exercise to do. 


No more dancing for Janet for awhile. I would have to cancel all 
of our contracts and notify the people who had listened and approved 
of my sales pitch. I moped around as if the world had turned to dust. 
All of my work and plans dashed and ground into dirt. Caught in my 
own misery, I didn't notice Janet and Lois having intense conferences, 
looking up at me now and then as I wandered back and forth, in and 
out, aimlessly, not able to think of any direction and lacking the 
energy to stop my drifting. 


Poor Janet and poor Carl. Then, one day as I walked along the 
street, my head downcast, I didn't even notice Lois until I almost 
bumped into her. I started to kick at a pebble, and there she stood, 
directly in my way. Her fists on her hips, dressed in black slacks and 
a man-tailored shirt, she looked stern, and somehow, forceful. 


Startled, I stopped and looked up, but I felt too depressed to say 
anything. 


She glared at me. “You can't keep going on like this,” she said 
angrily. “You can’t keep blaming yourself and acting as if you broke 
Janet's leg deliberately. The world has not come to an end.” 


“But ... but.” I was really down, completely defeated, and I could 
only wave my hands through the air. “All my plans,” I muttered. “All 
my hopes...” 


“The world has not come to an end,” she snapped again. “You've 
got the rest of your life ahead of you.” 
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“I know that, but ... I've sure run into a stone wall. I don't even 
have the gumption to notify the people that we'll have to cancel our 
appearance. And that will be the end of the world, as far as I'm con- 
cemed.” 


Lois didn’t give an inch. Her arms akimbo, standing with her feet 
outspread, staring down at me; she seemed so strong, so forceful, so 
... Masculine, and me ... I felt like a little child whose favorite doll, 
or... toy had broken, standing dejected, with a hanging head before 
its parent; somehow the image of a small girl holding a doll by its 
arm and standing in front of angry father came to mind. 


“Well,” Lois said, with a toss of her head. “All is not lost, or even 
close to it.” 


“You could fool me.” I tried to muster some spunk, but it was a 
losing battle. “Janet won't be able to dance for a long time. I don't 
have time to teach a replacement. And I don’t even have anyone who 
can act as a replacement, no one at all in mind.” 


My voice trailed off, but Lois eyed me up and down with her eyes 
sparking with anger. “I have an idea,” she announced slowly, “that 
will take care of your mess and straighten it out.” 


“Oh.” For a moment, I had a flicker of hope. “What?” 

“You may not like it,” she warned. 

Maybe she did have an idea; I certainly didn’t have any. “Anything 
... I'd jump at anything to get this mess straightened out; it's really a 


start, it means a lot to me.” 


Seriously, her lips pursued as she studied me. “Then you'll promise 
to give it a good try, even if you don't like it?” 


My hope seemed to blossom and grow. Maybe she did have some- 
thing, and anything would help. “I promise,” I said. 


For the first time, she tossed her head back and bit her lip with 
doubt. “I don't know.” Her voice faltered, and she seemed about to 
renege. “You may not be ready for it; it will be a big change, a big 
step.” 
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“No, no,” I cried. “Tell me. I promise that I'll give it a good try.” 


She must have a good idea, and these contracts meant the begin- 
ning of my career. I couldn't let her back off now as hope flooded 
through me. “I promise to do anything you suggest.” 


“Then, you'll put yourself completely in my hands,” she insisted. 


“Yes, I will.” I felt so much better; I wouldn't be lost anymore, and 
things would get better. “I'll do anything that you want.” 


“All right,” she nodded briefly. “You remember that. Now, let's go 
to your place.” 


“But... what... ?” 


“Not another word,” she said as she turned on her heel. She strode 
ahead of me, and I trotted along behind her, like an eager little child 
who is about to have his dreams answered. 


We weren't far from home, and in a minute, Lois led the way into 
our apartment. She didn't hesitate or knock and walked right into the 
living room. Janet lay on the couch with her face seemingly white 
against the darkness of her hair. Her broken leg, held rigid by a cast, 
lay propped up on pillows; behind her, leaning against the wall 
stood her crutches; she had already learned to hobble around on 
them. She looked at Lois with up-raised eyebrows, and it may have 
been my imagination, but I think that Lois nodded, curtly. 


Lois wheeled around, and her appraising look as her eyes ran up 
and down my body stopped me in mid-step. “Now,” she commanded. 
“We'll start. I want you to take all your clothes off and put on a pair 
of tights.” 


Here? In my own apartment? In front of my sister? Well, I had 
promised, and I] went in my room. In a minute, I came back, self- 
conscious and embarrassed about my pear-shaped body, wishing that 
my rounded hips were slim and trim. This was an unsettling begin- 
ning. 


Lois still stood in the middle of the room, but Janet had swung her- 
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self around and now sat up-right with her cast supported by a low 
stool. “Alright,” Lois said with her authoritative voice. “Come here.” 


As I approached, blushing, she held up, of all things, a white, cotton 
padded bra! I know that I have fatty deposits on my breasts, but this 
was ... Before I could voice a protest, she spun me around, slipped 
the bra straps up my arms and snapped it closed around my back. 


I gasped. My soft tissues were cupped in the bra, and as my chest 
moved in and out with my breathing, I felt the tight restraint binding 
my ribs. It felt ... different, strange, a new experience; as I looked 
down at the mounds of flesh defined by the bra, it felt, well, pleasure- 
able. 


Lois didn't hesitate. She reached over, seized a piece of cloth and 
handed it to me. “Here,” she said. “Put this on.” 


I took it and shook it out. It turned out to be one of Janet's stretch 
leotards, with a snap-crotch opening. I slipped it over my head, 
pulled it down over the prominent curves of my breasts, yanked the 
tight fabric over my hips, and snapped it into place. It looked and 
felt different. Self-consciously, my hands smoothed and adjusted the 
fabric, stroking the curves of my breasts, tugging the edges that 
encircled my thighs. 


Lois picked up another piece of clothing, one that I recognized, 
and her idea came into focus; it was one of Janet's wrap-around skirts, 
floor-length and full. In a minute, she had it tied around my waist, 
with the sash in a sweet little bow in the back. 


Impatiently, as I tried to sort out the impressions which flooded my 
body, she pulled me over to a straight-backed chair and gestured for 
me to sit down. I did, clumsily, now knowing what to do to my skirt, 
and she handed me a pair of high-heeled sandals! I blushed when I 
took them. 


I wear platform heels myself, because of my height, so I’m used to 
the mechanics of high heels. But these particular high heels; a month 
or so ago, when I thought that no one was around, I had given in to a 
sudden urge; these sandals looked so pretty and feminine that I tried 
them on, telling myself that I just wanted to see how they would feel. 
They had felt so light and trim, and then they had even fitted pretty 
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well, and I had walked around our place all afternoon in them, 
getting the knack of balancing in them and handling them. Now, here 
they were again. Had Janet noticed that I had worn them? 


Clumsily, I tried to put them on, but my long skirt got in the way. I 
hiked up my skirt and edged my tights-clad toes into them, pulling 
the strap around my ankle and buckling it into place. They did fit 
all right, and absently, I turned my foot this way and that, admiring 
my slender feet encased in the dainty shoes. 


Then, dropping my skirt back into place, I sat up again and felt 
hands combing through my hair. Janet sat right behind me, and she 
slipped a red ribbon around my long tresses, binding them back into 
a pony tail. She seized my chin with her fingers and pulled my head 
around until I looked at her. In her other hand, she held a lipstick. 
“Purse your lips,” she said, and in a minute, she had colored my 
mouth and shaped it a little, cocking her head a little as she con- 
sidered her handiwork. “That's all that I want to do now,” she said. 
“But I've got an idea for a real cute hair style for him.” 


I had sensed that this was what they had in mind, and I stiffened 
— only to feel the silken restraint of my brassiere. How could they 
think ... I'm a man, not a... Lois had been fiddling with our stereo 
set, and now she came to me while the lilting strains of a Viennese 
waltz came from the speakers. 


Before I had time to speak, she seized my hands and pulled me to 
my feet; I automatically pulled my skirt so that it wouldn't get caught 
on my high heels; they felt so different, like walking on ice skates. 
She led me to the sun deck where the rush carpet had been pulled to 
one side. 


The lovely rhythm of the waltz was so familiar and infectious. How 
often Janet and I had practiced our waltz specialty. Lois seized my 
hand and placed her arm around my back. “I'll lead,” she com- 
manded. “You follow.” 


My body stiffened again. I was the man; I always lead. Then I felt 
a surge of her power as she began the first step. What a masterful 
lead she had. And what pleasure not to have to make decisions about 
the steps or directions. I yielded to her. I put my free hand on her 
shoulder and surrendered to the music and to my partner. 
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My high heels felt tricky, but I danced on the balls of my feet; Lois 
still towered above me, stern in her black outfit, dominating me com- 
pletely. My full skirt rippled around my legs, and I reached down to 
hold it daintily out so that it wouldn't encumber my steps. She twirled 
me, and my skirt flared out. My fluffy pony-tail flipped back and 
forth to tickle my neck as we dipped and glided around the 
room. | felt lovely, graceful, light as air, and I knew that I made a 
charming picture as my arms, hands and body flowed through the 
steps that I had taught Janet so many times. Lois swept me out, and 
we locked elbows, so she could swing me out in a lift. She was so 
strong! 


Finally the music came to a triumphant close, and we ended side 
by side in a formal bow and curtsey. From her couch in the other 
room, Janet clapped enthusiastically, her face smiling with delight. 
“You looked wonderful!” she exclaimed. 


I curtsied to her, and then, turning to my partner, I dipped a deep 
curtsey to him ... I mean, her. Then, turning again to our imaginary 
audience, together with Janet, I caught sight of myself reflected in 
the glass pane of the door. I could hardly believe it — hair combed 
back into a girlish pony tail, dark leotards with a lovely bustline. My 
full skirt emphasized my waist, but it was too large, and then peeping 
out from the hem of my skirt, I could see the straps of my dainty high- 
heeled sandals. Flushed face, eyes bright with excitement, smiling 
lips painted with a soft shade of red... 


I felt shaken, confused. My fingers ran down my curves, my soft 
breasts, down to the swelling hips, past the indented waist. Some 
change had taken place, and I didn’t know what to make of it. 


“You have possibilities,” a deep voice said at my side. 


Lois didn’t hesitate. Seizing my hand, she led the way back into the 
living room and had me sit back in the chair. “Distinct possibilities,” 
she repeated. “You know what my idea is; you do have a figure with 
distinct female characteristics — nice hips and legs, sloping 
shoulders ... Your waist will have to be nipped in; your hair is long 
enough to shape. What do you think?” 


She turned it right back to me. I had a decision to make. Her idea, 
obviously, was for us to change role. I would be the feminine figure of 
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the dance team, dressed in high heels and lovely gowns, and she 
would take the masculine role, leading me around the dance floor. In 
hesitation and doubt, my fingers touched my painted lips. I didn’t 
know what to say. Absently, I smoothed the fabric of my skirt, 
straightening the folds and pulling the material out from under me, so 
that it wouldn’t get wrinkled, a gesture that I had seen women do 
countless times. “Do you think that it would work?” I whispered. 


Lois nodded her head. “Yes, I do,” she said. “It will take a lot of 
work, a lot of effort and practice, but you have ability and between 
the three of us, we can do it.” 


I could feel Janet hold her breath and lean forward as she waited 
for my reply. I thought of the despair and defeat that I had been 
feeling, compared to the lightness and elation of my recent dancing 
experience. I had been in the depths of depression, without a glimmer 
of an idea, or hope even, and here was something. But it would mean 
such a change. I would have to alter my whole life and learn a new 
role, but what an adventure it would be, and I knew that we'd suc- 
ceed, after all. 


“It won't be easy,’ Lois cautioned seriously. “We'll be on stage, 
under a spot light. And any mistake that you may make will be mag- 
nified before the audience. I even think that it would be best to take 
female hormones to help with the curves and softness, at least, until 
you are sure of yourself.” 


On stage, in the spot light, dressed in a ravishing gown, while my 
partner led me through the patterns. I would make a lovely picture. 
“Yes,” I said. “Yes, yes yes!” 


What a relief the decision was, up from defeat and despair to a 
plan that had a lot to offer. It would be a complete change, and my 
plans for the future would bend a little, but I had been driving for my 
career for so long that I really didn't have any other friends, or people 
who mattered, except for Lois and Janet, and now I felt hope again. “I 
will,” I announced. 


Behind me, Janet giggled happily. “You'll make a really attractive 
girl,” she said. I felt her eager finger untie the ribbon that held up my 
hair, and it cascaded down around my ears and neck. I held my face 
up, shaking my head back and forth, enjoying the caress of tresses on 
my skin in a way that I had never permitted myself to do before. 
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Janet ran a comb through my hair several times. “We'll work out a 
very becoming hair style for you,” she said. 


The work began then. Janet didn’t cut or shape my hair then, but 
she did comb it this way and that, testing the texture and wave be- 
fore she tied it back from my face with the ribbon again; then she 
began to pluck my eyebrows. “Once your eyebrows are shaped in a 
feminine way,” she said, “you'll have to go through with it. You won't 
be able to leave the apartment unless you are dressed in female 
clothes.” I didn’t want to nod or do anything while she worked so 
close to my eyes, but that was pretty much how I figured it. I would 
have to wear skirts and brassieres all of the time in order to become 
accustomed to them. And high heels, and a waist cincher. 


“You know,” Janet mused as she worked on my face. “This is what I 
like to do.” 


I blushed. I had been so intent on my own career as a dancer that I 
hadn't listened to her when she mentioned going to cosmetology 
school. But she had been studying and now could teach me how to 
put on makeup, how to take care of my hands and fingernails, and 
other aspects of womanly grooming. And now she could begin her 
own plans for a career, her education, and later, maybe her own 
beauty shop. 


Lois still considered me very carefully, her fingers stroking her 
chin as if she already had a beard there, her eyes thoughtful. “No 
more masculine clothes,” she said. “And we will have to get back to 
the rehersal hall; you will have to go over the routines and make sure 
that you know your part and your role.” 


Janet cut in with eager comments. “You can make over some of 
my dresses and slips, and I can help you sew and make others.” 


“You'll have to wear foundation garments. Your waist needs pulling 
in; it's too large, but you have nice legs and smallish feet, for a man.” 


“It's going to be such fun,” Janet bubbled on. She had been as 
concerned about the ruining of my dreams as I had been. “We'll be 
sisters, and can go shopping, and everything.” 


“You know,” Lois continued to muse. “Your beard is not too heavy, 
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and you'll be fully made-up, but that spot light will catch any defect; 
you're going to need all the help that you can get. Yes,’ she nodded 
her head definitely, her mind made up, “you must take female hor- 
mones. They will inhibit your beard, soften your skin, and add round- 
ness to your masquerade.” 


Actually her ideas and mine fitted in together very well. Now that 
I had made my decision, my mind was catching on to all of the 
myriad of advantages and adventures that would comprise my new 
life. It would be a wonderful time to try many of the things that I had 
never been able to do before. 


Our planning went on and on, and didn't end until Lois and Janet 
took my measurements and sent me to the bathroom to take a hot 
bath and shave off all my body hair. I never have had much body 
hair, and now I was glad of it; no longer would I have to be con- 
cerned about a rough, tough, and virile masculine image. Now I 
could relax and not have to strain my muscles, or my emotions to be 
something that I was not; I could be myself and show my own gentle- 
ness and softness, and I could cry if I wanted to; what a luxury that 
would be. 


The hot water felt good, and after I carefully checked myself over, 
I climbed out of the tub and began to pat myself dry. Then I snapped 
my fingers with regret; I had missed my first real opportunity to use 
bath oils, bubble crystals, or any of the other notions and lotions that 
I had always been to inhibited to use before. I had made my de- 
cision, but this did not mean that I'd immediately drop all my old 
habit patterns and inhibitions. I would have to work hard. 


Janet had a big box of powder and a huge powder puff in the 
cabinet which she used after a bath. I seized it and liberally doused 
my body with the sweet smelling talc. It made my skin feel so creamy 
and so soft. I felt that I was taking a step toward femininity. 


I had brought in a clean pair of lace-trimmed panties and a filmy 
robe when I came in, and now I tentatively ran my fingers over the 
fabric of the blue panties. They felt so sweet and silky. Self-conscious- 


ly, I pulled them on, slipping them up over my hips, making sure that 


my private parts were pressed back up against my crotch. I slid my 
arms into the sleeves of the robe and pulled the opening shut in front 
of me. The soft fabric flowed against my body, and the ruffles at the 
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neckline and wrists looked charming. The soft curves of my figure 
looked lovely through the sheer fabric, and I knew that I would never 
feel mis-shapen again. 


Eagerly now, I went into my bedroom to find several skirts and 
blouses and dresses hanging in my closet together with a selection 
of intimate garments laid out on the bed. Janet had hobbled in to 
help me get dressed, and sure enough, one rough spot was hooking 
my brassiere. She adjusted it to hold my small mounds of flesh in a 
firm and up-lifting style and snapped it into place. 


Next came a waist cincher, but first, she had me pull on a pair of 
nylon hose. “You might have difficulty bending once the cincher is 
binding you in,” she explained. “Now, pull in your stomach. Suck it 
in — way in.” With that, while I was standing my straightest, she 
whipped the waist-cincher around me and hooked it shut without 
difficulty. 


Once it was on, my natural tendency was to fall back into my 
slouch, but I found the stays cutting into my chest and stomach, and 


I straightened up quickly. Laughing, Janet leaned over and clamped 
the dangling garters onto my hose. 


Before I could turn or say anything, Janet handed me a mini-slip, 
white, with ribbon straps and lavishly decorated with lace at the 
bodice and hem. I slipped it over my shoulders, and it felt so cool and 
sweet as it settled down over my body. I wanted to stroke the texture 
of the fabric and feel the curves of my figure, but Janet rushed me 
right along. 


Next, she handed me a mini-dress, the cutest one you could 
imagine, orange, with long pleats running from the yoke with a low, 
round neckline in it, little puffed sleeves; it looked so sweet. I wasn't 
used to crooking my arms to slip them through the angles made by 
the cut of the sleeves, but Janet guided my awkward arms through 
the opening, and the dress settled down over my shoulders. She 
pushed the sleeves up to make them puffier and gave it a pat here 
and there. 


“This is called a ‘skimmer,’” she said as I pulled my hem down 
and examined the skirt length to make sure that my slip didn’t show, 
even if it was so pretty that I wouldn't mind if it did peep out. “You'll 
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notice that this dress fits over your bust line and then hangs free. 
You'll have to bring your waist in more before we can really give you 
nice form-fitting dresses to wear. And, in the meantime, you have to 
learn how to handle skirts. These will help you over the initial rough 


spots.” 


She handed me a pair of bloomers, lace-trimmed around the leg 
openings, made of the same fabric as the dress. I pulled them up my 
silken-clad legs and fitted them up around my waist, tucking the 
elastic up higher around my thighs, so that they puffed out nicely 
under my skirt. They looked adorable, so sweet and girlish with the 
lace showing when I sat down or tummed suddenly so that my dress 
flared out. 


Lois had apparently moved a vanity into my room, and Janet led 
me to it and had me sit down on the little stool. It was an old- 
fashioned one with mirrors, but the side mirrors had been folded in 
to hide the center mirror, and I couldn't see my reflection. I could see, 
though, that the top surface was crowded with cosmetic bottles and 
jars. 


Deftly, Janet started to work on my hair, combing it carefully, still 
a little damp from my bath, parting it in the middle and shaping a 
soft wave over each eyebrow. She pinned my side hair back of my 
head and behind my ears with a large barrette and then brushed the 
rest of it down to my shoulders, trying to sweep a small cur! at the 
ends. 


“That'll do for right now,” she said. “Later, we'll give you a per- 
manent after we cut it and train it into a lovely style that will hold 
up well while you're dancing.” She swung me around on my stool. 
“And now your face.” 


She explained each step as she applied the cosmetics, and I knew 
that I was expected to learn the procedures so that I could make 
myself up, and I tried to listen, but I was distracted by my body sen- 
sations — my hose smooth against my shaven legs, the clasp of 
elastic around my thighs from the bloomers, the cool cling of my 
slip, and the pressure from my brassiere. I loved it, as well as quiver- 
ing from curiosity about how I looked. 
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What a lot of different things she put on my face. First a foundation 
which would help hide my beard, penciling for my eyebrows which 
had already been plucked, eye shadow an d liner, rouge, and finally, 
lipstick. 


Now Janet drew back and ran her eyes up and down my expectant 
figure. “Your hands,” she said. She pulled out a little box that con- 
tained false fingernails and selected a color which matched my lip- 
stick. In a minute she had clipped the false nails over my own and 
had shaped them with a fingernail file into a lovely oval shape. 
“These will do until your own nails grow out,” she announced. “Then 
I'll teach you how to shape your own nails and how to apply finger- 
nail polish.” 


I held out my hands and admired them; I felt freer to do this now 
that I played the girl's role, and they did look prettier with their 
manicure, the fingers looked longer and more graceful, and the skin 
looked whiter in contrast to the dark color of the polish. Janet ap- 
praised me once more and suddenly snapped her fingers. “Earrings,” 
she announced, “necklace, bracelets, and a dress ring or two.” 


In a minute I was adorned with jewelry. “We're going to have to 
pierce your ears.” Janet said as she screwed the earrings to each ear 
lobe. “Pierced ears will help eliminate suspicion as they look so 
feminine, and they will keep your earrings in place when you dance.” 
She hung a bright little gem from a gold chain around my neck, and I 
was amazed to see it slip beneath the facing of my neckline to nestle 
between what looked like breasts, actually my two soft mounds of 
flesh which had been pushed together by my brassiere to produce 
what looked like the beginning of cleavage. 


“Lois thinks that your pudginess will be pushed up by tight lacing 
to give you your own lovely bustline, without relying on padding or 
falsies,” Janet said as she put several jangling bracelets up one wrist 
and a ring to match my necklace on the other hand. 


“And now, shoes.” She jumped up and pulled out a pair of chunky, 
heavy looking shoes that were in fashion that year and which were 


called, of all things, “uglies.” 


I hated them on siight. “Can't I wear something more attractive?” 
I objected. “I have to learn how to really handle high-heeled shoes, 
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and those aren't feminine at all; they're just like the ones I wore as a 
man.” 


“They are the ones that you wore as a man,” Janet said. “But let's 
see if these others fit you.” 


She reached into the closet and pulled out a pair of high-heeled 
wedgey, strap shoes. They looked much nicer; they were still in 
fashion, and they would add to the femininity of my costume. I 
slipped them on and buckled the strap around my nylon-clad ankles. 
Then I stood up and stamped, which was more the way a man tries on 
shoes than women; I'd have to remember that. The shoes did seem to 
fit, though. 


Janet checked me out once more, her hands on her hips, and then 
nodded with satisfaction. “That'll do for a beginning,” she said. “Now 
look at yourself in the mirror.” 


My experience with the high heels during our waltz enabled me to 
walk steadily across the room toward Janet as she obligingly opened 
the closet door, which had a full-length mirror attached to the inside. 
I posed in front of it, and almost jumped. I was a girl to all outward 
appearances, not a boy dressed in a skirt, and I wasn’t a fat girl 
either. My hair had an attractive wave to it, and my earrings glinted 
against the background that it supplied as it fell to my shoulders. I 
had a round, pretty face, and my eyes shone with excitement, em- 
phasized by the cosmetics that I wore. I ran my tongue over my red 
line to make them glisten more. My dress fitted nicely with the puffy 
sleeves emphasizing my girlishness and the fabric switching back 
and forth as I stepped to check one angle and then another. My legs 
arched beautifully, held up by the highness of my wedgies and high- 
lighted by my hose. 


Standing beside me, Janet smiled and nodded. “You look lovely,” 
she said. 


Right then, Carla was born, and I knew that I would never have to 
go back to being Carl, who forced himself to do things beyond his 
strength. I approved of my new image and role; it would work out, 
and I could lead a new life, following my own gentler inclinations, 
without fear, and without the struggle to live up to my own over- 
drawn expectations. 
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I turned and twisted, pulling down on my hem, fluffing out my little 
sleeves, listening to the jangle of my bracelets. Janet cut into my 
revery as she stood behind me, smiling to herself with satisfaction at 
my transformation. “Now we have to go down to the rehersal hall,” 
she said. 


I crashed down to reality with a thud. “Like this?” I gasped, really 
knowing and half-dreading the answer. “Wearing a mini-dress out 
into the street!” 


“That's right,” Janet said. “We'll take your wrap-around skirt and a 
full-length half-slip so that you can practice moving in long skirts.” 


ihe 


“But I'll be recognized 


“Nonsense!” Janet matter-of-factly handed me the sirt and the half- 
slip. “With the makeup you have on, your best friend won't recognize 
you. And if we meet anyone whom I know, I'll simply introduce you as 
my cousin, up here for a visit.” 


She supplied me with a shoulder bag filled with such things as my 
keys, tissues, a comb, cosmetics, a scarf. Then she seized her crutches 
and shepherded me out the door. Out we went. 


For the first time, I felt the breeze on my nylon-clad legs and found 
myself pushing down on my skirt so that it wouldn't lift up. My 
wedgies scraped on the sidewalk. I felt that everyone, the whole 
world stared at me, but remembering my makeup, I defiantly tossed 
my hair back and lifted my head up proudly. I didn't see anyone on 
the street. A car drove by. Way down at the end of the block, a man 
in a white undershirt watered his lawn. We had come from an apart- 
ment building where many different people lived. Who could identify 
me as Carl? I was Carla, and confidently, walking with a little wig- 
gle, ‘I moved down the street with Janet. 


From then on, I never worked so hard in my life. Lois and I re- 
hearsed, and when we could not book ourselves into the rehearsal 
hall, I devoted my energy into learning how to sew. My little stock of 
savings dwindled as I bought beautiful fabrics and sewed them into 
gorgeous gowns. I developed into an excellent seamstress and found 
that I enjoyed the skill, especially when I had the pleasure of putting 
my creation on when it was completed; I could see and admire the 
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results of my efforts, doubly so because my body quickly adjusted to 
the tight lacing and became the size that we wanted. 


I wore chiffon, velvets, satins, all of the luxurious materials that I 
used to watch women wear. I can now recognize that I used to be 
green with envy and jealousy at the pretty dresses and magnificent 
gowns that women could wear while men looked all alike and suffo- 
cated in heavy suits, dress shirts and ties. 


I adore pretty things, skirts that flow and swing, dainty lingerie, 
lew-cut or sheer blouses. I love adorning myself and displaying my- 
self to advantage, dressed in gorgeous raiment, hair beautifully ar- 
ranged, and completely made-up for the admiration of men and 
women. I am the center of all eyes as the team of Carla and Louis 
perform, and I love to hear the gasp of admiration from the audience 
as I make my entrance. 


That is the result of our hard work. The dance team of Carla and 
Louis began when we danced at a benefit performance. I knew that 
it would make a splendid premiere because some very important 
people would be in the audience. Louis looked so handsome and dis- 
tinguished in his white tie and tails; Janet had fitted him with a neat 
mustache and pointed Van Dyke beard, and he looked so virile. I 
wore a beautiful chiffon dress with a multi-layered skirt and multi- 
colored petticoats to give it body. We waited in the wings for our 
cue, and Louis leaned over to me. “Remember,” he said, “I'll lead; 
you follow.” 


I laughed up at him. He has such a strong lead that I could never 
resist it. The orchestra started our number. We swept onto the stage, 
and we've never looked back. 


We're still young, of course, and developing our careers, as un- 
orthodox, as they are, but we are new, and we're becoming better 
known. In a week we will be taking a film test for a part in a motion 
picture. Louis has cultivated his deep voice, and I have really 
responded to the female hormone that I have been taking. I no longer 
have a beard, and my voice is soft and husky. My bustline is lovely, 
accentuated as it is by my tiny waist. 


After all of the turmoil of the revolutionaries, demonstrators, and 
the Vietnam War, I think that the country needs some elegance and 
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beauty which our ballroom dancing can convey. The time is ripe for 
our dance team, and I'm really optimistic about our chances for 
success. 


Certainly, I wouldn't be asked to participate in this high society 
fashion show, where I am now, if I were not well-known and well 
thought of. Not only that, but I've been given the best dress of the 
show to wear. I'm considered so charming and attractive that I will 
wear the bridal gown at the climax of the show. 


Janet has arranged my hair and added a fall so that my curls cas- 
cade down past my shoulders. My lingerie is white and exquisitely 
decorated with frou-frou, with the exception of two blue garters 
which encircle my legs. My bouffant petticoat is a froth of ruffles, and 
my bridal gown has been fitted to display my tiny waist. 


‘I will be a demure and lovely bride when I glide into the audi- 
torium with my long veil descending back into a train. What a picture 
I will make as I hold a dainty hankerchief and a bouquet of white 
flowers. 


I am very happy with my new life. 


sTIcK Em vf/” 


PRANsvesTIA 


AN IMPORTANT QUESTION — 
DO YOU WANT TRANSVESTIA TO SURVIVE? 


Yes, its come to that. There are two essentials to the life of a mag: 
azine like TVia — one of them obviously enough is subscribers, the 
other is something to print in it. The former, subscribers, first: With the 
depressed economy we have had the last two years the number of 
people who could afford to buy TVia or, to put it another way, the 
number of people who could squeeze an additional $5 every two 
months out of their budget has markedly decreased. In addition to 
that, the dereliction of duty of my printer who didn’t provide anything 
to sell for about six months in a row last year has markedly cut into 
the financial status of Chevalier Publications. On top of his not print- 
ing the magazine as he was supposed to, he also didn't print up the 
separate stories as they became exhausted and had to be reprinted. 
Additionally both the Wives book and the How to be a Woman book 
became exhausted and had to be reprinted. Each of those was about 
$1200 plus redoing all the other stories. With diminished income it 
has meant that every dime that came in had three places to go. This 
is why I have been unable to publish any new separate stories which 
many old customers are looking for. So things are kind of rough finan- 
cially but we willslowly pull out of that with new customers ifyou old 
readers will maintain your support. If as many fall away as come in 
new there is no net improvement in the situation so it means that old 
customers have to stick with it and let the new ones take up the slack. 
So in your own interest — if you want TVia to continue, try to per- 
suade those whom you know who used to buy it to do so again; don't 
lend your copy, ask the person who wants to borrow it to do her part 
in helping it stay alive by buying her own or there won't be anything 
to borrow; as you get a little extra cash and are awaiting the appear- 
ance of a new issue, buy one or more of the older issues — we have 
all from No. 60 on except Nos. 65 and 71, and help me liquidate 
some of the frozen assets so that there will be some capital to work 
with. 


But subscribers is only the first problem. The second one, and in this 
case an even larger one, is material to go into the magazine. I don't 
write anything in TVia except the Virgin Views column and such 
messages to the readers as this one. The rest is supplied by you, the 
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readers. But at the moment I have just about enough for one more 
issue — almost entirely fiction — and when that is gone if no more 
material comes in I have two choices, reprint interesting stories or 
articles that have appeared in old issues of the magazine or — dis- 
continue publication! It's as simple as that. So what can you do in this 
area? Well, all of you have opinions about things, most of you have 
had some interesting, amusing, frightening or devastating ex- 
periences connected with your cross dressing which would be in- 
teresting, educational, helpful or a timely warning to others, if they 
were printed. Some of you can write some interesting fictional stories 
— we have had some really good stories in the past and some of 
those authors are still among our readers but haven't contributed 
much lately. Some of you that have never tried your hand at writing 
before might find it an interesting and educational experience to do 
it. Some of you have discovered little tricks of one kind or another in 
regard to the conversion to your girl self, which would be useful to 
others. In short all of you who read the magazine are potential con- 
tributors to it. If you don't contribute, who will? Nobody and soon you 
will be getting the last issue to be published. Transvestia was the first, 
is the oldest, and, in my humble opinion, the best for the particular 
group it is published for. I have never published it as a money 
making venture — though naturally, it has to pay its own way — and 
that is why I've always kept it clean and dignified and limited its 
content to material dealing simply with straight cross dressing — 
leaving out the pornographic, fetishistic, masochistic, and punish- 
ment elements. Other publications have been willing to print articles, 
pictures and advertisements for almost every kind of kink. That's fine 
with me, I don't put them down for that because there is a big market 
out there for all of those persuasions. I know a lot about simple cross- 
dressing and I can write about it, relate to it and to its practitioners 
and be both helpful and educational to them. But I don't know any- 
thing about the gay experience, rubber or leather fetishists, bondage, 
punishment, humiliation, etc. and I therefore don't feel competent to 
deal with them nor am I interested in doing so. I know that there are 
a great number of people who have similiar feelings and appreciate 
my efforts to limit TVia in this way. But what I'm saying now is that if 
you don’t come through with more articles, true experiences, letters, 
commentaries, book reviews, poems, fiction or whatever, TVia will go 
down the tubes. So it's essentially your magazine, I only assemble and 
publish it. If you like to read what other people have contributed, 
remember that they would like to read your contributions too. So how 
about it? 
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IF YOUR BOYSELF WEARS GLASSES 
YOUR GIRLSELF NEEDS THEM TOO. 
GIVE HER THE CONSIDERATION A LADY DESERVES 
GET HER A PAIR OF BEAUTIFUL FEMININE GLASSES 


We offer complete optical service 
at reasonable prices. Over 300 styles. 


CALL FOR AN APPOINTMENT 


ASK FOR ELLIOTT AND SAY THAT YOU ARE A 
FRIEND OF VIRGINIA. 


We have private fitting rooms and are understanding 
of the needs of TVs. No embarrassment or complications. 


REGAL OPTICIANS 
2026 West 6th Street 
HUbbard 33950 
Los Angeles 


Courtesy parking 4 doors east at Union Service Station on 6th Street 


UBA’S FASHIONS 


Announces the opening of a new store in the center of Hollywood 
J am the only shop west of Chicago serving the Transvestile community 


J carry a complete line of lingerte, bouffant petticoats, dresses, shoes, 
wigs, and everything else to make the complete girl. 


J specialize in satin, and velvet garments, maids costumes, adult baby 
clothes, very high heels and other items of special interest. 


J can also make up items lo your specific taste, size and specifications. 
Wile for information or drop in for consultation. Security, privacy, 
and personal attention. 


UBA’S FASHIONS 
6013 SUNSET BLVD., HOLLYWOOD, CA 90028 
(213) 462-4249 
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OBITUARIES 


Time goes on for all of us and for some of us it runs out. 
Some of us are getting on in years and as a result many of 
our early readers are reaching the age when the clock 
begins to run down and every now and then, for some of us 
— it stops. So, it is my sad duty to report the recent 
passing of three of our earliest readers. 


In San Francisco, Louise Lawrence passed away a 
couple of months ago and I have just learned about it. Lou- 
ise was the very first TV I ever met. She had been presen- 
ted at the Psychiatric Conference at Langley Porter Hos- 
pital of the University of Calif. Medical School when I was 
on the faculty there. I managed to surrepticiously discover 
her address in Berkeley and determined that one way or 
another I would have to meet her. I guess you can all re- 
memer the feeling — about wanting to meet your first 
“sister.” It was because of that meeting that I selected the 
name Charles Prince. As I was on the faculty I could not 
chance using my real name and I wanted a name I could 
easily remember. I lived on Prince St. at the time and my 
father’s first name was Charles, so I figured I could remem- 
ber that. Subsequently, of course, I took the feminine name 
of Virginia. 


I found an occasion when my wife was at a Red Cross 
class and decided that this was it. I went to her house, 
rang the bell and waited. Louise’s wife answered and I ex- 
plained my errand and how come I knew about her from 
having been at the conference. She let me in, Louise came 
out as Louise and we had an interesting meeting. It was 
through her that I met the next two or three and one of 
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them, Johnny-Joan, in Long Beach several years later de- 
cided to start a magazine for TV's. I provided the name for 
it — Transvestia — and wrote the promotional letter about 
it. He didn't run it on a business basis and it folded after 
two issues, but that was the first publication anywhere for 
cross dressers. Having invented the name in the first place, 
I adopted it for the name of this publication when it finally 
got under way several years later. 


Louise eventually got divorced and began living full 
time as a woman. She had met an older woman who was 
friendly and understanding and they lived together as two 
women for about 25 years. I visited with them a number of 
times when I'd go to San Francisco and she was a continu- 
ous subscriber to this magazine. She was one of the real 
pioneers in this field and the first one I knew personally 
not only as being a TV; but as the first person I'd known 
that lived the full time gender role of a woman without 
getting caught up in the fantasy of sex change. I'll miss 
her. 


In Philadelphia, Anita Stewart passed away this spring. 
Anita had a most interesting early life which she wrote up 
as Cover Girl way back in Issue No. 10. She was very ac- 
tive in her femme-life in the early 60’s and was always 
going to balls and social events — and getting into some 
hairy situations too. She was an early reader and supporter 
and we used to carry on quite a correspondence. She, too, 
had the sex change bug at one time and made it a point to 
get acquainted with every new sex-change that came to 
town. She summed up her conclusions in a special article 
entitled “Should I?” which was published in TVia No. 60 in 
the special addition devoted to the subject of transexual- 
ism. After evaluating the field thoroughly through all the 
TS’s that she had met, she decided that surgery was not for 
her. 


In Minneapolis, another long time reader and co-worker 
Myrtle Ann Maass came to the end of her days. She was al- 
ways a hard worker for the FP cause, first in FPE and then 
in TVIS and when that folded she returned to the support 
of FPE. She first appeared on a radio show with me in Min- 
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neapolis which she helped to arrange. After that baptism 
she undertook to appear on a number of shows on her own, 
adding her bit to the effort at public education. She was 
very open about her femme-self having discussed it with 
the minister of her church and others. She was fortunate 
enough to discover an understanding woman several years 
ago and they were married. I know that this brightened her 
life very considerably and I am personally grateful to her 
wife Carole for understanding and loving one of my sisters. 
Her passing is a loss not only to Carole and to me but toa 
lot of other friends that she had made in the FP world both 
in person and by mail. 


We can only rejoice that Louise, Anita and Myrtle Ann 
led fuller lives because they had met and embraced their 


own inner other selves and so experienced and expressed 
more of their total humanity than most people. 


BACK ON THE FIRING LINE 


For a couple of years now Jeanne has been handling the mail for 
me after Mary had to relinquish her help due to the press of her own 
business as an electrologist. Now Jeanne, too, has had to discontinue 
her help to me. She got a very good full-time job which, with other 
responsibilities just takes up her full time. So — here I am, back at 
the same old stand, doing it all alone again. However, as a matter of 
simple financial survival I have also had to go back to being a 
chemist on a part-time basis. While this brings in a few needed 
dollars it also uses up some needed time since I have to stay over- 
night there in my motor home to avoid driving 40 miles to and from 
each day. This, therefore, reduces the time available for everything 
else. So if you do not get quite as quick service as you used to you 
will know . Please be patient and realize that I am doing my best. 


Please also when you write and want a reply, include a stamped, 
addressed envelope and write your questions on a card or sheet of 
paper in such a way that I can just check them off or answer yes or 
no. That way I can answer it when I read it and get it all back to you 
immediately. If I‘m required to write a letter of reply, your question 
just goes to the bottom of the pile and waits its turn. Correspondence 
is, of necessity, a low priority matter. So make it easy for me and it 
will be quick for you. 
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About 15 years ago Phi Pi Epsilon, the first sorority for hetero- 
sexuals was founded. After the first year or two I asked a good friend 
and member known as Fran to become its executive director. She did 
a wondertful job in that capacity for about 10 years but eventually the 
needs of her own business demanded that she retire from that ef- 
fort. With the demands already on me from Transvestia and various 
personal responsibilities I simply couldn't carry FPE on the way Fran 
had done. I therefore fell back on the directory idea and had to leave 
the gathering of groups together in various places up to the members 
of those groups themselves. This has gone on for four years. Now 
however, a new day — and a new group has dawned. For the last sev- 
eral years there has existed another group also for heterosexual cross 
dressers. FPE and myself were limited by my time for handling chap- 
ter matters. By the same time Mamselle, the other group, was handi- 
capped by the difficulties in contacting new members and growing. 


Under these circumstances Carol Beecroft, the founder and leader 
of Mamselle and myself, founder of FPE, got together and compared 
our problems. The outgrowth of this was the consolidation of the two 
former organizations into a new one to be known as The Society for 
the Second Self. The initials in Greek letters would be Sigma Sigma 


Sigma. We will refer to it briefly and affectionately as “Tri Sigma Sor- 
ority.” The virtue and benefit of this combination is that it will pro- 


vide something new for members of both former organizations since 
Carol, whose interests and talents lean toward chapter activities, 
will be able to work on that phase of things. But she will have the 
combined membership of both organizations to work with as well as 
new members that we hope will gather and support the new group. 
Former FPE members will benefit not only by the new chapter activ- 
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ities we plan but also will receive a bimonthly newsletter — the Fem- 
me Mirror, the same name as we used to use for an auxiliary publi- 
cation of Transvestia which was discontinued about seven years ago 
for lack of time and manpower to put it out. Mamselle members will 
be provided with the current FPE Directory and will appear in the 
ne xt supplement to it. All told, we feel that we have the members, the 
leaders, the experience and the interest with which to build not only 
the largest but the best organization for FPE’s in the country. We 
hope all present members of FPE will approve this change and sup- 
port it; that all former members of FPE will return and support Tri Sig- 
ma, and that members of other organizations and those who are mem- 
bers of no organization will hop on the bandwagon and help us make 
The Society for the Second Self every FP’s favorite organization. 


To help it grow we plan to budget 20 percent of the annual dues 
toward promotional activities, ads in newspapers or magazines, con- 
tacts with various types of helping organizations, circularizing the 
professions at various conferences, etc. if that should prove feasible, 
and in any other way that seems likely to help us. We have bought 
mailing lists offered by others and will circularize these people in our 
search for members. At the same time we promise as has always been 
the case with FPE in the past that names and addresses of our people 
will not be sold or given to others without their express permission. 


The Gay community, though still split into a number of different 
organizations is making its dent on society in general and gayness is 
not the hush-hush thing it used to be. People are not scared to let the 
world know of their interests. Women's liberation, too, although 
divided into many different groups, is changing society. Men's 
liberation groups have started in a very small way in a number of 
places and books have been written about the problems of being 
male. (I strongly recommend The Hazards of Being Male by Herb 
Goldberg, Ph.D. I know him and I've read the book. You could profit 
from it). But no one has directly attacked the one biggest problem in 
our society (not counting the economic, environmental and political 
areas) and that is the problem of a man’s other side — his own in- 
ternal suppressed femininity. Women are freeing up their masculinty 
but men are still afraid of their own femininity. They still spend a great 
deal of their lives proving and exhibiting their masculinity on the 
positive side and inhibiting and suppressing all other parts of them- 
selves that they consider non-masculine which is to say feminine. 
Theodore Roshak, a writer on women’s liberation, once said in one of 
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his articles, “The woman most in need of liberation is the woman 
locked in the dungeons of every man’s mind.” We FP’s know that and 
we have done something about liberating her. 


We are, strangely enough, the very vanguard of men’s liberation 
because we directly face up to and deal with that which is most 
men’s greatest fear and insecurity — his own femininity. We should 
take pride in that and not skulk hidden and unknown because most 
other people don’t know and understand. We should do something 
about making them understand. But we can't do this as individuals 
anymore than any other group can educate society on an individual 
basis. That is one of the reasons that The Society for the Second Self 
was formed. First, we must educate our own people away from con- 
cepts of homosexuality or mental illness as “causes” of cross dressing; 
second, we must all learn that expressing our femininity is only 
“liberating” something that is in all of us and always has been, and 
thirdly, we must take what steps we can toward telling the world 
and demonstrating to it when this is feasible that male individuals do 
have a feminine side, that it is inherent in all of them, that it is not an 
illness or an hallucination and that expressing it along with our daily 
masculinity serves to make us more whole people. 


Now a little bit more about Tri Sigma. This is an organization for 
heterosexual cross dressers, femmiphiles (FP’s) if you will. I refuse, as 
many of the older readers know, to use the term “TV” as it used to be 
used, As a matter of fact, I was the inventor of that abbreviation way 
back about 1957 and as publisher of the oldest publication for our 
kind — which you are now reading — I popularized it. But when it 
began to be adopted by.drag queens, bondage, punishment, rubber 
and leather fetishists and others I abandoned it and invented the 
term “femmiphile” or lover of the feminine to describe our particular 
interests. There are a number of other organizations across the coun- 
try which are what I call “open-ended” which is to say if you express 
an interest and pay your dues you are in, more or less regardless of 
your particular persuasions outside of cross dressing. Now I want to 
make it clear that it takes all kinds to make a world and everybody 
else's hobbies, peculiarities or persuasions seem ridiculous, immoral 
or illegal to everyone else. So it isn't up to me — or to you — to put 
down somebody of different persuasion. Let them do their own thing. 
But because you realize that someone else has a right to their life 
ways the same as we do doesn’t mean that we are not entitled to be 
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selective in our choice of friends, associates or groups to which we 
belong. 


So Tri Sigma is designed for heterosexual cross dressers who are 
not interested in other behaviour patterns such as homosexuality lea- 
ther and rubber fetishism, bondage, punishment and the like. Neither 
are we an organization for transexuals either pre or post operative. 
The majority of our members are married and are fathers. This means 
that they have wives and it is one of the functions of our group to help 
these wives to understand and accept the fact of their husbands fem- 
inine side. One of the biggest misunderstandings and fears that wives 
have upon discovering their husbands interest in feminine things is 
that they are either homosexual or are anticipating sex change 
surgery. To go to a group meeting with the usual amount of anxiety 
and find herself sitting next to a person talking either about his “boy 
friend” or about his operation would only serve to reinforce her fears. 
That would make the home life of her husband e ven that much more 
difficult and might well precipitate a divorce. Tri Sigma is in business 
to try to make life easier in various ways, not more difficult thus we 
do not solicit membership by those primarily interested in these var- 
ious other activities. That will bring criticism from some of those who 
prattle about freedom to do your own thing, or that such selection 
constitutes an invasion of privacy or is a form of censorship, etc. They 
may say what they wish and they may personally do what they wish 
and join whatever groups they wish, but there are thousands of 
married, heterosexual cross dressers in this country, many of them 
with wives who know and are trying to understand. Moreover, these 
FP's are of necessity concerned about their and their families’ se- 
curity. Thus Tri Sigma is put together to give them an outlet, to 
provide such assistance and help to wives as it can and to do so in 
ways that will protect the members anonymity and security. If this 
sort of thing appeals to you then Tri Sigma is your type of organiz- 
ation. 


There will be two routes to membership in Tri Sigma. One will be 
the same as it has always been for FPE, reading Transvestia — only we 
will reduce the number of required issues to three. These must be 
bought from Chevalier and not bought from stores or borrowed from 
friends as a means of our being sure that the applicant has indeed 
read them. This has never been simply a device to sell magazines as 
some have charged . Rather it is a way of letting the applicant find 
out the kinds of people that make up the sorority so that he can per- 
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sue the matter further or can conclude that these are not his kind of 
people and thus screen himself out. It won't make any difference 
which three issues old or new are bought and read because any of 
them deal with the same kinds of people and their stories, and there 
won't be any material dealing with or encouraging, fetishism, punish- 
ment, homosexuality or whatever. 


The second route will be by way of a book titled, Understanding 
Cross Dressing. The price will be $6.00. This book will examine the 
whole field of cross dressing, its causes, problems and satisfactions. 
It will include a number of editorials from past issues of Transvestia 
which best exlain the subject of cross dressing and are best calcu- 
lated to help the prospective applicant to place herself and decide 
whether she would feel at home in the group. It will also describe the 
society and its functions. By either of these routes an FP interested 
in joining Tri Sigma will be able to read enough about the subject, 
the type of people and the structures and functions of the organiza- 
tion to decide for herself whether it is for her. It is to be hoped that 
the principles andprogram offered will appeal to a lot of little groups 
as well as to individuals around the country so that we may grow into 
a well structured and functional group. 


Whereas the principle leaders are in California we will, as we pro- 
gress, be looking for those with organizational ability in other parts 
of the country who can be of real assistance to their sisters in 
gathering groups together and helping them organize in such a way 
that there will pleasure and help for the members in the groups. Carol 
and I want the organization to serve the needs and desires of the 
membership inside certain general principles as mentioned above. A- 
part from those general guidelines we want it to fulfill your desires 
and expectations. To this end we would welcome your letters of sug- 
gestion as to how Tri Sigma can best serve the needs of our people. 
As we are in the early planning stages now is the time to give us your 
suggestions rather than later when procedures are more or less frozen 
and hard to change. If there are things that former organizations (FPE 
included) did that you think should not be done or things that were 
not done which you believe would be of benefit to the organization, 
say so and say it now rather than bitching about it later. Any sug- 
gestions that can reasonably be integrated into the whole program 
and are not contradictory to our general principles we will try to in- 
corporate them into our plans. 


Now if there are those among you who wish to be part of this new 
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organization and have purchased three or more issues of TVia from 
Chevalier, please write and ask for an application. The dues for the 
balance of 1976 will be $15.00. The odd figures comes about because 
members will be sent the present FPE Directory back to February and 
because the newsletter — the Femme-Mirror — will only be avail- 
able for the second half of the year. Starting in January of 1977 
the annual dues will be $20. The budget division of this money will 
be $9 for the directory and supplements, $5 for the Femme Mirror, $4 
for advertising and promotion and $2 for miscellaneous ad- 
ministration expenses. 


So, how about it? Let’s have one effective organization in place of a 
half a dozen scattered and uncoordinated efforts in various places! 


' 


“THEN IT’S DECIDED GEORGE, WE'LL BOTH WEAR 
WHITE GOWNS IN OUR WEDDING.” 
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Having done Iran, Kuwait and Afganistan it was back to the Soviet 
Union. This time the entry was at Tashkent, capitol city of Usbek- 
istan. This was the capitol city of Tamarlane — properly Timur the 
Lame. He was a cripple and I guess it was just a case of overcompen- 
sation that led him to push so many people around. His grave is there 
with a big blue mosque like structure built over it. This was a very 
moslem city and several of the principle show places in town are the 
mosques and the religious schools. They are enormous buildings and 
all done in blue and green tile with minarets etc. Some of you may 
know that the Moslem religion does not permit representations of 
living things — animals or human. Thus there are no pictures, no 
sculptures, drawings or any other sort of decoration that portrays 
anything. Instead inscriptions in arabic from the Koran are mounted 
in mosques and public buildings . To some this is an interesting dif- 
ference but I got pretty tired of mosques and other public buildings 
which are all tiled and pretty much alike. 


We took in the Soviet version of the Farmers Market. It was a large 
area partly open and partly under sheds with buildings along one 
side. All over the place they were selling all kinds of fruit and 
vegetables. The “melon patch” was an area about 25 yards square 
piled high with every sort of melon and squash you have ever seen. 
Other stalls had potatoes, tomatoes, cucumbers, egg plants, carrots, 
onions and — you name it. Although this is a socialist country and 
almost all the land is used in some sort of social way, each member of 
a collective farm gets a very small piece of ground on which he can 
grow extra food for himself and family. Also, the excess that he 
doesn't eat himself he can bring to the market place and sell. Thus 
bits and pieces of private enterprise still manage to survive in the 
land of Lenin. 
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I had another memorable experience in Tashkent. The plumbing in 
the hotel left considerable to be desired. I was in the bathroom comb- 
ing my hair when the water pipes began to chatter, fit to wake the 
dead — and it was about 10 at night. I quickly grabbed for the water 
faucet with the idea of relieving the pressure and maybe stopping the 
chattering. Unfortunately my roommate had left the room's water pit- 
cher standing by the faucet and I hit it accidently and it fell into the 
bowl and broke. Within about two minutes the key lady at the head of 
the stairs was at the door to find out what had happened. I showed 
her the broken pitcher and she promptly informed me that I owed her 
five rubles. Like fun, I said, we'll see about that in the morning. Well I 
won't take up a lot of space relating my attempts to beat that 
demand. I consulted our tour leader, the Intourist guide assigned to 
our group, I even demanded to talk to the hotel manager with an in- 
terpreter. The end result was — you guessed it, I paid the five rubles 
($7.50). During my complaint to the manager I was informed that the 
pitcher only cost 24% rubles and that if I’d been a Soviet citizen the 
charge would have been seven rubles. 


Naturally I was pretty teed off to pay $7.50 for a cheap pitcher 
which would probably cost $1.95 over here. However, after about a 
week when my pocketbook stopped crying and my brain took over, I 
realized what was behind the rule. A lot of people from the hinterland 
travel in Russia and stay in metropolitan hotels. They could well be 
careless with furnishings, furniture, windows etc. so if they break 
something they not only pay to replace it but get a punitive ad- 
ditional charge to teach them to respect “the peoples property.” It 
was a reasonable thing once I cooled off enough to recognize it. But it 
taught the rest of our group a thing or too also. Everytime a spoon 
would fall on the floor or a glass would tip over at the table 
everybody would yell “five rubles.” We all were more careful after 
that. 


We took a side trip to Samarkand and Bukara. These are very an- 
cient cities being on the old trade routes. It was interesting to have 
been in such historical places but there wasn’t anything of special 
merit to report about the visit. There was an interesting experience in 
the hotel in Bukara where the elevators were all out of order. The 
hotel was pretty full so our group was scattered over a number of 
floors. My roommate and I, having more vigor and youth than some of 
the rest, were assigned rooms on the seventh floor and we had to 
carry our own bags up to the rooms. This was rugged but was helped 
by the fact that they didn’t have a second or third floor. 
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Then it was back to Tashkent for another day. Again I proved that 
the idea that one can’t go where one wants in Russia was wrong. I 
took off one afternoon on my own to go to the local museum. I had in- 
structions about what bus to take and I did, found it and got back 
safely with nobody on my tail. Bus fare was four kopeks or six cents 
incidentally — a little difference from the 40-to-60-cent fares in 
America. 


Next day we flew to Alma Ata which means, strangely enough, 
“father of apples.” Here we were taken on a visit to a nursery school 
and were met by the children handing out flowers to us and bits of 
chocolate candy. They had a very well put together school both from 
an educational and health point of view. The place was very clean 
and well organized. 


Alma Ata has one of the biggest and best ice skating rinks in the 
world. It’s way up in the mountains outside of town and has been used 
for a lot of international ice events. It is, as is everything else in 
Russia, a giant place. I went for a walk one evening and about 9 P.M. 
was walking back to the hotel past the big department store. I was 
stopped by two boys about 17 and 19. In broken English they asked if 
I had any jeans to sell. I don't wear them so | didn't have any but it 
would have been asking for trouble to sell them if I did. Then they 
wanted gum. Every kid in Russia wants gum. I wish I could get the 
gum concession from Breshnev, I could make a tidy pile of rubles. 
Anyway while we were talking, a couple of older men came up and 
acosted the two kids in Russian. I couldn't understand the words but 
the facial expressions were reasonably clear. The kids were told to 
cut out talking to a foreign woman and to bug off which they did. The 
men turned to me, bowed and said “Thank you very much” which was 
probably all the English they knew. What they meant was, “Excuse it 
please.” It wasn't that talking to foreigners was forbidden but 
pestering them to sell various things was. So the men were merely 
protecting me from harassment. In Russia the citizenry is organized 
into neighborhood groups so that a couple of men walk around their 
precinct each night and break up fights, pick up drunks and control 
“hoodlums” young bucks out proving their manhood one way or 
another. They are not police nor are they vigilantes, they pick people 
up if necessary and take them to the local police station. They 
generally help the police as a sort of citizens militia. Maybe if we had 
a similar arrangement here we wouldn't have so much mugging, 
purse snatching and such. 
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That night we were due to fly to Novosibirsk, so we all got to the 
airport about 7:30 and finally got called to the plane about 9:00 and 
got aboard a very modern three-jet plane like the Boeing 737. All 
nicely finished on the inside, stewardesses and all the trimmings. But 
when the pilot got around to starting it up — it wouldn't. He tried a 
number of times, came back to a panel on the wall behind the flight 
deck and played with what looked like a fuse box but again no soap. 
Finally after our being cooped up in the seats for about an hour they 
gave the word to disembark and return to the tourist lounge which we 
did. Apparently what happened was that the engine that ran the 
compressor which makes the compressed air which is necessary to 
turn over the big jets to get them fired up, was on the fritz so no air, 
no jets, and no go. We sat in the lounge and got bulletins every so of- 
ten — ready by ll P.M, no, ready at 12; no, ready about 1 A.M,; 
finally we were told to bed down in the lounge as we wouldn't be 
leaving till morning. They wouldn't take us to a tourist hotel so we 
sprawled on benches, settees and wherever we could and passed a 
long and uncomfortable night. I prowled around and found a big 
room off the upstairs hall that had a lot of padded seats but straight 
backed chairs in it. I put three of them facing the wall and next to it. 
Then lay down on them using my top coat for cover. Eventually morn- 
ing arrived for all of us and we were a pretty beaten up bunch. But 
there was one benefit and that was that we flew over the reaches of 
Kazakistan in the daytime which enabled us to see them which we 
would not have been able to do if the night time flight had gone as 
planned. 


It was in this area the Krushchev “Virgin Lands” experiments took 
place. We could see large tracts of plowed land cropping up just here 
and there over hundreds of miles. They were not side by side but kind 
of all over. Although we couldn't distinguish it from the air I presume 
that the land in between was rough or hilly or otherwise unsuitable 
but they evidently were using all the relatively level and arable land 
they could. We passed several large lakes out in the middle of what 
seemed like nowhere impounded by large dams. They had certainly 
learned to conserve water. This was in northern Kazakistan and 
southern Siberia. 


Finally we arrived in Novosibirsk and capital of the territory of 
Siberia. Just to straighten you out, Siberia is not the land which bor- 
ders on the Pacific and the Sea of Japan and is opposite to Alaska. 
Most Americans including myself have the idea the Siberia is the 
most easterly part of the USSR. Not so. Siberia is way east of 
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European Russia but west of the Pacific ocean. It does touch on the 
Arctic but that’s all. It is on .the order of 1,000 miles from the 
seaboard. That land is called the Far Eastern Territories. Siberia is, 
however, the largest political subdivision in the USSR. Rather like 
everything west of St. Louis in the second half of the nineteenth cen- 
tury. 


Novosibirsk is a very modern city with great wide streets but not as 
much auto traffic as in the European parts of Russia. It is more of a 
pioneer city on the Frontier, something like San Francisco was in 
1900 I expect. We had a nice hotel and I went for a walk of about 10 
blocks to the main department store looking for a little item I'd run in- 
to in a hotel — a magnetic soap holder. It sticks out from the wall like 
a porcelain towel rack holder. On the bottom side is a strong magnet. 
You press a piece of steel into the bar of soap — something like a 
coke bottle cap and then place the top of the soap up under the 
bracket and presto, it is suspended there in the air where it dries in- 
stead of dissolving slowly in its own “juice.” Unfortunately they didn’t 
have any, so, walking back, I decided to investigate a new super- 
market. I walked around looking at things and stopped at a bin of 
cans marked “Rouladen mit Gemusen” which was made in Bulgaria. 
It means vegetables with meat. While I was holding it, a portly, older 
lady in a white coat came up to me and said something in Russian. I 
shook my head and said “nyet Russky, Americansky." She smiled and 
then took me to the meat counter to show me the kind of meat in the 
package. Then over to the gondola with the bottled drinks. She 
picked out a bottle of slightly fermented apple juice such as we had 
had at the hotel. Then she guided me across the store and into a little 
room with a desk and chair in it. She motioned me to sit down and 
produced a couple of glasses and a bottle opener. She poured us 
each a glass and we drank together while trying to communicate by 
signs and about two dozen words of German that we both knew. It 
was fun but frustrating. But it also put one more kibosh on all that 
stuff about Russians not talking to foreigners or people following 
foreigners around, etc. It was a genuine gesture of person-to-person 
good will. She was evidently the manager of the store and wanted to 
do something for the visiting American lady. 


Next day we took a tour of Academegorodok (approximate 
spelling) or in the vernacular “Science City.” This is located about 30 
miles out in the country and is a self contained city for scientists and 
their staffs. It is complete with its own theaters, stores, restaurants 
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and all the rest. It is the locus of maybe 20-25 “Institutes” or special 
research centers in electronics, physics, chemistry, biology, math- 
matics, mining, nucleonics, and many others. They are all in separate 
buildings nestled into the forest which occupies al] the land that isn’t 
built upon. It is a marvelous place to do concentrated scientific work 
since, with specialists in various branches of science near at hand, 
problems that involve two fields such as biology and physics, for 
example, can be dealt with by both kinds of experts with any other 
consultations that may be necessary easy to obtain. It is one more 
area where I believe the Soviets are forging ahead of us. In a private 
enterprise economy scientists working for one company are not in a 
position to share all their findings with other scientists who, although 
they are working in the same field, are also working for competing 
companies. Thus the need for industrial secrecy has a stifling effect 
on scientific communication. In Science City on the other hand there 
is no need for secrecy and anything that might tum up in the course 
of one kind of research which might be of value to someone else is 
available since it all “belongs” to society at large. 


Siberia is stil] rather sparsely populated and so the government ol- 
fers inducements for people to emigrate there from the more crowded 
sections of European Russia. Workers there get more pay for the same 
work plus free transportation back to their home city on the Trans 
Siberian Railroad or Aeroflot Airlines for vacations after a certain 
number of years of work there. I suppose it is very cold in winter but 
when we were there I was rather charmed with the city. It has a cer- 
tain open, forthcoming, pioneering and adventuresomeness to it that I 
found very interesting after the older more traditional cities I'd seen. 


Next we flew to Irkutsk arriving about 10 P.M. in a rainstorm. Since 
we were due to leave next morning for Ulan Bator in Mongolia, they 
figured us not to be visitors to the city, but transients and thus de- 
cided we should stay in the airport tourist hotel which was about 
two blocks away. Although they provided transportation for our bags 
as far as the hotel we had to tote our flight bags and other carry-on 
equipment the two blocks in the rain. After a long delay in figuring 
out room assignments we had to carry our own suitcases upstairs to 
the second or third floor. Since there were a number of older ladies on 
our trip who couldn't carry their heavy bags up those stairs I became 
a porter for them as well as myself and was really pooped when I 
finally got to bed. 


The following day we trekked back to the airport and loaded our- 
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selves back into a plane and took off for Mongolia. The border is only 
a few miles from Irkutsk and so most of our flying was over Mongolian 
territory. It was surely an interesting contrast first from the hot, dry, 
barren mountains and deserts of Iran, Afghanistan and Kazakistan 
and secondly from the heavily forested tundra spreading as far as 
you could see in Siberia. For we passed over miles of low rolling roun- 
ded hills covered with just enough grass and low growing vegetation 
to give the appearance of a great green velvet carpet from the air. I 
really didn't know what to expect in Mongolia and that was just what 
I found, the unexpected. Ulan Bator is a reasonably modern city with 
wide streets, auto traffic, large squares, 4-6 story buildings etc. The 
hotel we stayed at had been built by the Chinese some years before 
during a period of Mongolian-Chinese friendship. It was better than 
many of the hotels we had stayed in in many Russian cities, large 
rooms, good plumbing and fixtures in the bathroom and a lounge 
with chairs and couches you could sit in — notoriously absent from 
most Russian hotels. 


We took a very bumpy ride in small busses out to a horse raising 
settlement in the country where we watched some of the younger 
boys ride the feisty little mongolian ponies — the kind that Genghis 
Khan rode all the way to Vienna. We also sampled Kumiss the 
national drink made out of fermented mare’s milk. Now, mares or 
cows, I don’t think too much of fermented milk. This came out as a 
fairly effective imitation of a mixture of yogurt and vinegar. Would 
you like some more? It was truly a flavor that you either had to grow 
up with or cultivate diligently. It didn't really do anything for you on 
a sample basis. 


The little 16-18 passenger buses we rode in weren't too bad but the 
roads were. They were nothing but trails worn by trucks and buses in 
the grasses of the hills and valleys. These trails fan out in all direc- 
tions from Ulan Bator. When somebody got tired of following the 
established path they just took off on their own going more or less 
parallel to it. Thus there would be five or six “roads” all going up the 
same valley and turning at the same point. We made several ex- 
cursions outward from Ulan Bator to various points. But the most in- 
teresting one was a flight via Mongolian Airlines to an encampment 
in the Gobi Desert. The very name suggests sand dunes, isolation, 
great heat and hardly a living thing around, right? Well, we flew over 
some more rolling velvet hills which gradually gave way to a very 
large relatively flat area with sparse but real ground cover. Then we 
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suddenly circled and put down right in the middle of it. As we rolled 
to a stop I saw that we were at a sort of “settlement” which consisted 
of a central building which turned out to be the kitchen and dining 
room, surrounded by about 25 Mongolian Yurts, very much the same 
type of building that we had slept in in a couple of places in 
Afghanistan. After all they were the standard accomodations in 
Genghis Khans day and he spread them all over the Eurasian area 
that he conquered. They were a sort of round wooden fence like a 
corral with wooden staves running from the top of the “fence” up to 
join a circle at the top. Around this structure and over the top heavy 
sheets of felt were tied with ropes and then covered with canvas. 
They were pretty cool in summer and warm in winter. 


This encampment was “home” for four days from which we trekked 
out on the typical bumpy bus ride to see the “sights.” These con- 
sisted of a 40-mile bus trip to visit the sand dunes. That sounds kind 
of weird — to be in the middle of the Gobi Desert and then have to 
drive 40 miles to see sand dunes, but I'm Virginia Prince and that's 
the way it was; and these “Mongolian Moments” were not brought to 
you by Shell Oil Co. The dunes were very interesting though. A gen- 
tle wind was blowing and it would blow up the windward side of the 
dune picking up grains of sand and as it came to the ridge along the 
top the lowered pressure on the leeward side (much as above an air- 
plane wing) caused the grains to fall back to the surface. This 
process, carried on continuously, is what causes the dunes to migrate 
at an appreciable rate almost as though they were all one entity in- 
stead of an infinite number of sand grains acting independently. 


Another excursion took us to a camel breeding station — 30 miles 
more of bumps. But when we got there we found a couple of families, 
two yurts and about 40 head of camels and herds of sheep. Nothing 
would do but that all of us should ride a camel for a few feet and 
have our pictures taken. I was dared, so naturally Iw as the first one 
aboard. Those are some weird creatures both in the way they get up 
and down nearly pitching you off and in their gait. Camels are also 
very nasty, too, you must get on them on their left side. They'll bite or 
lunge away if you try it on the right side. 


After our Gobi adventure it was back to Ulan Bator for another 
night and then another long bus ride to a disappointment. We were 
headed for Kara Korum which was Genghis Khan‘s home base from 
which he took off on his depredation of much of the known world. I 
had expected to see more ruins comparable to those of Egypt, Turkey, 
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Greece, etc. But there was — nothing. Well, almost nothing. They 
have excavated the area and uncovered the bases to about eight 
columns that used to support the roof of the palace. Today they are 
just circular flat stones level with the surrounding terrain. Hardly 
worth the trip except to say, “I've been to Genghis Khan's home- 
town.” 

Back in the hotel in Ulan Bator, things came to a head between my 
roommate and me. For sometime back she had been sullen and not 
speaking. Then we began to have arguments about leaving the win- 
dows open at night. Daytimes she was the first to complain in the bus 
if the windows were closed but at night she wanted them closed and I 
wanted some air. So I'd arranged them in such a way that they opened 
toward my bed and away from hers and went to take a shower. When 
I came back, in my pajamas, I found them closed and proceeded to 
open the one by my bed. She climbed out of hers and before I knew 
what was happening she had pushed me away from the window and 
down on the bed tearing the top of my pajamas away from the 
shoulder strap in the process. When I could get out from under her 
and back on my feet I grabbed her wrist and folded it over in a very 
painful way—if you continue to struggle. I'm afraid Charles had taken 
over control instinctively until I suddenly realized that to let the 
little tiff get out of hand, whereby I might be revealed, would hardly 
be the wisest thing. It would be pretty disconcerting to have that 
happen anywhere, but in the middle of Mongolia where the only way 
out was back through the USSR didn’t seem a very smart idea so I 
cooled it. But the window stayed open. She relapsed into silence and 
I informed her that as soon as we arrived in Japan I was paying the 
difference and getting a private room. This meant that she had to 
come up with the difference, too, which didn't make her any too hap- 
py. But I retained my identity. 


Mongolia is a client state of the USSR. Although it is nominally in- 
dependent, has a separate vote in the UN, etc., it is dependent on the 
USSR. Their planes are all Russian and factory equipment comes from 
Russia, too. It is, of course, a socialist country with the usual slogans 
all over the place and the inevitable Lenin square in front of the “city 
hall.” The people are friendly, proud and ambitious. They evidently 
learm certain bad habits easily, too. I found the greatest rip-off of all 
time going on there. I wanted to buy some Mongolian stamps for a 
collector friend at home so I went to the post office. With the help of 
sign language and a few German words translated by another tourist, 
I let it be known that I wanted to buy a certain set whose collective 
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face value came to three major and 10 minor units of their money. I 
have forgotten the units of their money, but it would be like three 


francs, 10 centimes, or three pesos and 10 centavos. However, the 
post office itself, yet, was selling them for six and 20 or twice as 
much. When I tried to buy one stamp of the set, the answer was no — 
buy them all or none. That is really the height of something when the 
post office itself sells its own stamps at twice the printed price. They 
don't even pull rip-offs like that in New York. 


Well, after Mongolia, back to Irkutsk, a city tour and the next mor- 
ning a boat ride to Lake Baikal. Irkutsk is built on the banks of the 
Angara River, about 40-50 miles from Lake Baikal which is drained 
by the Angara. Baikal has more water in it than all the five Great 
Lakes together and a rather tremendous surface area, so the Angara, 
which is the only outlet (though there are something like 300 streams 
running into it), is a very fair sized river. So the Russians built a hy- 
droelectric dam right at the edge of the city and by this time it has 
backed up enough water to raise it to the same height as the Baikal 
waters so that in effect it becomes a 40-50 mile extension of the lake. 
We boarded a hydrofoil for the trip to the lake. These boats go like a 
bat out of you know where — about 42 miles an hour and that's fast 
on the water. They are streamlined and the passenger space is inside 
with a small open area on the fantail. From there a stair goes up to 
the captain's cockpit which is on top. Well you might know that I was 
outside in the air and not inside with the softies. I finally climbed up 
on top and sat leaning against the back of the cockpit. Jt was cold! 
Finally a couple of young Russian men and a woman came up too. 
They sat down beside me also in the lee of the cockpit. One of them 
could talk a little English. They were all physics students at the Univ. 
of Moscow and were out in Siberia for the summer helping to build a 
railroad. They had this weekend off and were going hiking and cam- 
ping on the shores of the lake. So this was one more instance of having 
to redo one’s thinking. We've heard of these students going to the coun- 
try to work on some sort of social project and it is always assumed that 
they are being forced to do it — almost conscripted — because we 
can’t imagine students in this country giving up their summer vacation 
working on some government project out in the sticks for no com- 
pensation other than transportation and meals. So we figure if 
Americans wouldn't do it then the only way the Russians would do it 
would be some sort of government force. Instead, because it is a 
socialist country, such summer activities are quite common, almost to 
be expected, and the whole thing is a big adventure. Think what we 
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could accomplish if our young people were mobilized to perform some 
socially useful tasks during summer vacation! 


The ride along Angara lake to Lake Baikal proper was both swift and 
interesting. The hills on both sides were covered with forest with an oc- 
casional saw mill or other building studded along the road which ran 
parallel. Then the water suddenly widened and we had entered Baikal 
itself. We went down the shore about five miles and pulled into the 
dock of a small village and resort. We went to the Baikal museum 
where we discovered that more than just the world’s largest lake, it 
was also a biological repository. There are several hundred plants, 
animals and fish in the area which are found nowhere else in the world. 
Apparently they were sort of isolated in the area when the surrounding 
country became wrapped in ice. Among the most interesting is a fresh 
water seal that looks almost exactly like his marine cousins but lives in 
the fresh waters of the lake over a thousand miles from salt water. 


After doing the museum we had lunch at a nearby restaurant after 
which we had an hour or so to walk around. There was a small dock 
there at which a Soviet vessel was tied up. Apparently it was one of the 
vessels that patrolled the lake. Anyway I walked out beside it and a 
sailor aboard said something to me in Russian. I, of course, said “Nyet 
Russky, Americansky” and walked on to the end. On the way back I 
waved to him and started to go on when he called out “Une moment, 
Madam!” I waited and he scurried below decks to emerge in a minute 
or so with a piece of paper about 30 inches long and six or eight inches 
wide. He proudly held it up for me to read and I about fell off the dock. 
It said, “War Against Waste — U.S. Environmental Protection Agency, 
Washington, D.C.” How that bumper sticker found itself deep inside 
Soviet Russia would be interesting to find out. I laughed and waved to 
him, said “spasebo” (thank you) and “das vedanya” (goodbye) and 
went on to rejoin the rest. Soon we boarded a bus to return to Irkutsk by 
road through the endless Siberian tundra. They'll never lack for wood 
over there. 


I got the guide to let me off downtown with instructions as to how to 
get back to the hotel. I wanted to find some milk which was unavail- 
able at the hotel. They pack it in paper tetrahedrons which hold a 
half a liter (about a pint) which I had first discovered in Moscow. I 
walked around a bit and finally found a dairy products store and went 
in. I stood in line at the cashiers desk, pointed to what I wanted and 
held up two fingers for two packages, paid her and got the receipt and 
then went over and stood in line at the counter to get the milk. I then 
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set off for the hotel and ran across the City Museum on the way so I 
paid my 10 kopecks admission (about 40-cents) and went in to find a 
lot of interesting things. Particularly interesting was a large display of 
objects and figures made from bits of driftwood, twigs and other things 
that were just mounted on bases but not otherwise altered from their 
natural appearance. They were pretty and clever. 


We have all heard of the “Red Eye Special” flights across our coun- 
try but they sure aren't limited to the U.S. Aeroflot seems to specialize 
in weird departure and arrival times. Part of this is due to the fact 
that many flights originate in Moscow and travel great distances. 
Thus they arrive in the middle of the night and depart still later. Un- 
der these circumstances we picked up a flight from Irkutsk to Khab- 
arovsk which got us in at 2 a.m. and by the time we got to the hotel, 
got room assignments and baggage delivered, we were really bushed. 
As a result we slept until noon before getting up for a tour around the 
city. We were supposed to have a boat ride on the famous Amur river 
but it was a very cold windy day and the trip was therefore can- 
celled. It was over some disputed islands in this river that the 
Chinese and Soviets have fought on several occasions in recent years. 
The border is not far from the city and we could see mountains in 
Chinese territory from several viewpoints. 


That evening we went to the railroad station to board the famous 
Trans Siberian Express for a trip to the port of Nahodka. Like railroad 
stations used to be in this country when I was young, the platform and 
the station was crowded with people. Naturally our tour had been 
planned for us so we didn't have much confusion after our baggage 
was deposited on the platform. We were handed tags giving the car 
number and the roomette we were to occupy. These consisted of a 
full-length (crosswise of the car) berth with a let-down berth above. 
Across from it was a small seat with a table with a lamp on it in be- 
tween. There was a washroom between two adjacent roomettes but 
the toilets were at the end of the car. There was space for baggage in 
racks over the bathroom part. If you didn't get your bags up there and 
out of the way you didn't have much space in the room. I, of course, 
could handle my own bags and I also heaved up the bags of several 
other elderly ladies. They made admiring comments about my 
strength, etc., which added to my “mystique.” I call it that because I 
was obviously a pretty unusual woman because of my strength, ad- 
venturousness, outspokenness, curiosity and general question asking 
of the guides. There were a couple: of sisters on the tour that didn't 
particularly like me for these various reasons, but I put them in an 
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awkward spot because I heaved their baggage up for them and got it 
down in Nahodka. These roomettes were arranged along one side of 
the car with an aisle down the other side. They don’t have porters in 
Russia, just a kind of railroad stewardess in each car to take care of 
minor matters, so baggage handling had to be done by the passengers. 


There was a diner aboard and the meals were very satisfactory. The 
trains and the roadbed were well made and taken care of. We hap- 
pened to get an older car — one made in the late 50's but next to us 
was a new one, all aluminium and stainless steel and as neat and 
well made as anything that you used to see on the crack trains in this 
country. Although one could carp (and a lot of our group spent most 
of their energy doing just that) at the plumbing, or elevators or 
pavements, etc., in Russia as not being up to western standards, there 
are certainly some areas wherein the Russians do things up pretty 
brown. Needless to say their space activities, their military hardward 
from tanks to warships, their hydro-elecric dams and installations, 
planes, trains and ships are definitely first quality. It is apparently a 
result of deliberate choice of letting the civilian economy take second 
place to technical developments in heavy industry and transpor- 
tation. Whereas they do not have our standard of living as yet, we 
Aid not have their problems of the vastness of the country geograph- 
ically, the fantastic number of nationalities, ethnic groups and 
cultures, the backwardness of the country at the time of the 
revolution and finally the tremendous physical destruction and man- 
power loss that they suffered at the hands of the Nazis during the war. 
But they are catching up on all those problems and frankly I don't 
think it will be too far in the future when they will have caught up to 
and probably surpassed the U.S. in a lot of ways. 


Anyway, it was a pleasant and interesting afternoon and evening 
and the following morning we rode from Khabarovsky to the port of 
Nahodka. Most people have never heard of the latter and it's hard to 
find on the map. Everybody knows of Vladivostok but not too many 
foreigners get there. It is a military area and port and all the civilian 
shipping goes to Nahodka which is only a few miles away. We arrived 
there about 10 the next morning and went through the exit customs. 
There are as many things that you cannot take out of Russia as there 
are that you can't take in. You are not permitted to take out any- 
thing of gold or precious stones, no paper money, no antiques or 
archeological artifacts, etc. And of course you had to declare your 
valuables and your money on the way in and they had to match on 
the way out or you had complications. It took a long time but finally 
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we were all cleared and boarded the ship. We sailed out of the 
beautiful harbor about the size of San Francisco bay, and into the 
open sea. Then suddenly about 3 p.m. we began a wide complete 
180-degree tum and sailed back to the harbor. It was announced 
over the PA system that a typhoon was working its way up the Japan- 
ese islands and was due to be centered on the straits between 
Hokkaido and Honshu just at the time we were due to pass through 
them. The captain didn't think that was too smart so we laid over all 
night in harbor. One of the men on our tour who was a retired elec- 
tronic engineer and myself went adventuring up by the radio room, 
got to talking about the storm when the captain came in and he in- 
vited us onto the bridge, showed us the weather maps and the course 
maps and explained everything to us and gave us the VIP treatment. 
So, once again, I became an “odd” woman to have curiosity about 
meterology, navigation, radar, and all those technical things. But the 
hell with it, I was having a great time. 

We spent the next three days aboard the SS Felix Dzerjinsky pas- 
sing through the straits, down the length of Honshu and finally into 
Yokohama harbor. That must be the biggest harbor in the world and 
it certainly had more shipping in it than I'd ever seen in one place 
before. Ships of all kinds and sizes going in, coming out and at an- 
chor. It was a fascinating sight to be on the top deck above the 
bridge with a pair of binoculars. We finally docked, got through 
Japanese customs, met our bus, and drove up to the Tokyo Hilton. 
The food on the ship had been a big improvement over the hotel 
fare we'd had for so many days what with fresh fruits and other good- 
ies, but that first meal at the Hilton was a memorable one. I remem- 
ber I had clam chowder, lamb chops, fruit salad, corn, fresh milk and 
pie a la mode for desert. It was really great to get back to western 
variety, cooking and dishes. Tokyo is not western to be sure, but the 
Hilton coffee shop is. 


Next moming it was back to the airport to fly to Saporro on the 
northern island of Hokkaido. We saw that city and drove quite a bit 
through the countryside, took boat trips on lakes, etc. We visited a 
volcano that had arisen out of the middle of a farmer's field about 35 
years ago and since it is still on his land it is referred to as the only 
privately owned volcano in the world. You can walk part way up the 
side of it and as I am interested in geology I had to climb quite a way 
further up beyond the end of the walk way and thereby polished off 
my reputation among the other tour members as being very adventur- 
ous and unpredictable. But then I could never settle down to being a 
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little old lady school teacher type. My former roommate and I had 
managed to get separate accommodations starting with our first 
night in the Hilton and that was a big relief. We weren't speaking to 
each other either which became almost funny at times. 


After about five days touring Hokkaido, visiting an Ainu village 
and generally enjoying the countryside we flew back to Tokyo and 
the Hilton again. We had one day in Tokyo before the group went 
home and I had a chance to act as guide for a couple of the other wo- 
men to go downtown on the subway. (I'm a specialist in foreign sub- 
ways by this time). We went down to see the beautiful shops in the 
Imperial Hotel and to walk along the Ginza — the main shopping 
quarter of the city. Coming back on the subway, even transferring 
was accomplished alright and I got off at the station I got on at in the 
first place, but like subways in New York and London there was more 
than one street entrance which we didn’t know and so we exited from 
the station in an entirely strange neighborhood and couldn't even see 
the Hilton anywhere. Having a fairly good sense of direction I walked 
further west and we finally found some guards at some public 
building and though we couldn't understand each other, “Hilton” was 
a manic word and they pointed out the way. 


The rest of the tour went home the next day at noon so I said good- 
bye to all of them at the bus door in the Hilton driveway. We had 
been together for 60 days and been through some strange and inter- 
esting experiences so it was a touching farewell to some of them and 
good riddance to several others. You can really find out about people 
when you are with them breakfast, lunch and dinner, buses, airplanes 
and hotels for 60 days and I take a bit of justified pride in the fact 
that through thick and thin, good situations and bad, I was just 
another woman to all of them — a bit strange and unusual perhaps, 
but without question one of the women. 


Armed with a map I took the rest of the afternoon trying to get to 
and see the science museum which is in the Imperial Palace grounds. 
I got to the right subway station alright but when I got to the surface 
I walked quite a long way in the wrong direction because someone I 
asked pointed the wrong way. When it became obvious to me that I 
wasn't getting to the museum I tried asking all sorts of people 
showing them the map, etc., with no understanding at all. I even 
asked about a half dozen taxi drivers before I found one who took the 
map and studied it seriously after I pointed out where I wanted to be 
and he finally smiled, nodded and proceeded to make a couple of 
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wrong turns himself and the meter went over the amount he had 
said. But he was nice and he said in broken English that it was o.k. it 
would still be “X” yen, the amount he had quoted. 


Next day was my turn to catch the bus for the airport and I flew to 
Guam where I stayed just one night at the Guam Hilton. Took a swim 
in the bay and had some trouble getting away from a romantically in- 
clined and partly alcoholic civil servant who was all for making out 
with a “lovely??” visitor. But I went in swimming and when I retumed 
he had sought greener pastures. Next day at the gate of the airport I 
got into a conversation with a man and his wife and was telling them 
about my experiences in Russia. I sat just one seat ahead of them on 
the plane and talked some more until departure time. We flew to the 
island of Truk where I was to stay a couple of days and the plane was 
on the ground for about a half hour so they got off too. As we were 
about to part they asked me if I would like to stay with them in their 
home on the island of Ponape where I was to go next. This was a 
great surprise and as it would save hotel fare I readily agreed. We 
parted and I went to the hotel on Truk for a couple of days. We took 
both a boat trip around the lagoon and an auto trip around the main 
island. On both we saw a lot of remains of the Japanese occupation of 
the island during the war. You may remember that Truk was one of 
the big battles because it was one of the principle Japanese bases. 
The lagoon is about 50 miles across so it was an enormous quiet an- 
chorage. They had naval and air bases there but Admiral Nimitz air 
and sea power wiped them out. From the boat you glide slowly over 
the rusting hulks of various kinds of ships on the bottom of the bay 
and here and there a sunken airplane. 


After a couple days on Truk it was back to the airport to catch the 
plane for Ponape. Flights are run by Air Micronesia, a subsidiary of 
Continental Airlines and they go in each direction every other day so 
you have to stay a couple of days everywhere you go. 


My new friends met me at the Ponape airport and took me to their 
nice apartment and we had a very interesting couple of days together 
learning all about the administration of the Trust Territories and the 
problems this brings to people. It was very fortuitous for me that they 
invited me to stay because it rained almost all the time I was on the 
island. Howard drove me around some of the island in his jeep and I 
saw where I would have had to stay if I had had to go to the hotel. It 
would have been pretty miserable as the hotel was not only primitive 
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but out of the town and out of the way in general, so I would just have 
been isolated for two days. 


Leaving there we flew to Majuro where we had to get off the plane 
while it went to Kwajalein and brought back a whole load of people. 
They took us for a bus trip around the island to pass the time. Most of 
that island is only about three feet above ocean level but as it is in a 
large lagoon surrounded by a barrier reef, regular ocean waves don’t 
get to it; that saves it from being washed away by the first storm. It had 
been an American base for a long time and there's lots of evidence of 
military presence all over it. We went back to the airport and waited 
for abut 45 minutes until the plane returned, got rid of its special pas- 
sengers and the rest of us could get back aboard and continue our 
flight to Honolulu via Johnson Island. 


We arrived in Honolulu about 2 a.m. and finally got through customs 
and over to the airport hotel where I really sacked out until about noon 
the next day. Then it was back to the airport for a flight to the island of 
Kauai and the Cocoa Palms Hotel where I had stayed way back in 
1966 when I was proving to my own satisfaction that I could live in the 
same hotel for a week seeing the same bell boys, chambermaids, wait- 
ers and other hotel personnel over and over again. This is a beautiful 
place on a beautiful bay and I just vegetated for four days recovering 
from the stresses and strains of the world trip. The biggest decisions I 
had to make during those four days were whether to get up or not in the 
morning, whether to go swimming or take a nap or which restaurant to 
have dinner in. That was about all I was up to by that time. 


At the end of that blissful period it was back to Honolulu for one day 
to walk around Waikiki. It is exactly like it was in 1966 except for 
more hotels. I gave a lecture at the University of Hawaii which was 
well received and then it was home to L.A. I had proven that Magellan 
was right since I didn’t fall off anywhere and did get back to where I 
started. On the way I visited 38 cities in 10 countries (counting all of 
the USSR as one country but eight different republics) and three trust 
territories. This required 48 air flights on 17 different airlines, two boat 
trips and one train ride. It was a busy 90 days, very interesting, very 
educational and it consierably expanded by knowledge of the world, 
its people, its religions, its economic systems and its problems. 


I returned home to find that I had lost almost half of all the assets I 
had owned at the time I left so that things have been pretty strained 
financially ever since. I'm very glad that I got this trip in while I could 
still afford it and while the world was still relatively peaceful. But little 
old Virginia will not be going on another such trip for some time. 
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PRICE LIST 


TRANSVESTIA ... A magazine written by, for and about men with 
a “Feeling for the Feminine.” Published six times a year. 

Per Copy, Issues 61 and after (most are available) 

Annual Subscription 


CLIPSHEET ... News of transvestism and impersonation around the 
world. Numbers 35, 36, 37, 38, 39 available. 

Single copies 

Any four copies 


SEPARATE BOOKS 


THE TRANSVESTITE AND HIS WIFE... A discussion from both points 

of view. Includes many letters from understanding wives. Written 

simply, fairly and directly to help wives, parents, others to understand. 
¢4.50 


HOW TO BE A WOMAN THOUGH MALE ... A complete guide for 
the cross dresser. Everything you need to know about body alteration, 
clothing, jewelry, wigs, feminine attitudes, behaviour patterns, public 
conduct, legal aspects and change of status. $7 


FATED FOR FEMININITY ... Fascinating story of a high school boy 
who wanted to be a cheer leader but ended up as school beauty queen, 
most popular girl and eventually bride of another pretty girl. Illus. $5 


I AM A MALE ACTRESS ... Reporter impersonates a star, makes a 
hit, gets contract, becomes actress, marries female star, they live as 
sisters. Illus. $5 


TALES FROM PINK MIRROR ... This book was not published by 
Chevalier but is available to readers. It is a long story, profusely il- 
lustrated about a boy's conversion to a girl in a special school. Illus. $4 


THE BIRTH OF BARBARA ... Paul and Amy’s marriage was falling 
apart till they decided to switch roles. Paul eventually becomes Bar- 
bara, finds he likes the role, the housekeeping, the clothes. They live 


happily as sisters with Amy earning the living and Barbara the house- 
wile. Illus. $5 


THE TURNABOUT PARTY ... A neighborhood turnabout party witha 
valuable prize leads George's wife to decide they MUST win. She 
converts George to Sally and they do and find a lot of new FP friends, 
too. Nlus. $5 


IF YOU CAN'T LICK ‘EM, JOIN ‘EM... Ahigh school boy finds himself 
outclassed by a girl, wears her clothes as a penalty, required to main- 
tain role by sisters, joins a sorority. Accepted by his family he gets 
job, meets girl, falls in love, reveals all, they become engaged. In two 
parts. 


PARTI DOWN TO DEFEAT Nlus. $4 
PART Il MARILYN MAKES IT Illus. $4 


SCHOOLGIRL IN THE SECRET SERVICE ... Two young boy cousins 
become girls, attend girls’ school to work with British Secret Service, 
which leads to many adventures as girls. Illus. $4 


HIS AND HERS EQUALS THEIRS ... Steven gets fed up with his wife's 
borrowing his things, decides to show her how it is and borrows hers. 
Neither will give up and things progress until Steven becomes 
Stephanie... and stays that way. $3 


TO HELP WITH POSTAGE. PLEASE ADD 10% TO ALL ORDERS. 


SPECIAL REDUCED RATES ON BACK ISSUES OF TRANSVESTIA 


The following back issues are still available: 20, 51, 52. Every issue is 
new until you read it. Any back issue, $2.50 


A number of issues other than those listed above have been repur- 
chased from subscribers. These may be bought, when available, for $6 
each. If we don't have the issue you need, put a hold on it — first come 
first served — and we will ship when it is available. 


We have retained a lending library of three copies of all issues of 
TRANSVESTIA. They may be rented for $6 per copy, $3 of which is a 
deposit and will be refunded or applied to something else upon return- 
ing the rented copy. This way you can read every issue from No. 1. 


ANNOUNCEMENT — A NEW BOOK 


Understanding Cross Dressing... The first book published examining 
the subject of cross dressing in depth, its possible causes, its 
problems and its satisfactions. An understandable explanation for 
both cross dressers and interested outsiders. $6 


MERCHANDISE 


Item 1. SPECIAL BRA WITH INSERTS: Nice cotton bras having a 
special pocket in each cup which holds a poly-vinyl insert. Although 
intended to be inflated with air, the inserts can be filled with the 
special jelly to provide softness and weight. Available in white only 
in sizes 36B and 38B only. For larger sizes, bras can be lengthened 
with special extenders available in most notions departments and 


5 & 10 stores. Inserts can be removed and used in other bras. 
BRA and INSERTS $8.50 


Item 2. JELLY KIT, FOR SPECIAL BRA: Consists of two chemicals — 
one liquid, the other a powder. When the powder has been soaked in 
water overnight and injected into the inserts, followed by the licjuid 
and enough water to fill them properly, a soft, non-flowing jelly results. 


This may be colored to skin tones with liquid makeup. The jelly-filled 
inserts give the breasts a natural softness and weight. Worm in an elas- 
tic strap bra they bounce and flow as one walks just like a natural 
breast. Full instructions provided, also suggestions for producing 


“cleavage.” JELLY KIT $6.00 


Item 3. REGULAR INSERTS ALONE: For those requiring special 
bra sizes or who wish to wear inserts in bras of their own the inserts 


can be obtained separately. INSERTS PER PAIR $6.00 


Item 4. MASTECTOMY INSERTS: For those desiring a larger bust, it 
is possible to obtain the type of inserts intended for breast replacement 
after a mastectomy operation. These are larger than the regular type 
and have an extended part that fits under the arm where the lymph 
glands have been removed by surgery. This provides fullness in this 


area that no ordinary falsies of any type can give, thus being more 
natural on a larger figure. INSERTS PER PAIR $6.00 


NOTE: Items 6, 7, 8 and 9 are cut out of urethane foam plastic. They 
are supplied to you as “blanks.” That is, they are cut to size and shape 
but are left in a rough finished state to be trimmed to final smoothness 
and shape by the user. This may be done with any sharp scissors. To 


supply the items in finished smooth condition would require much 
more time and consequently a much higher price and they might still 
not exactly fit the needs of the purchasers. 


Item 6. “PHANTOM PHANNY”: Two separate shield-shaped plastic 
foam pads, beveled and made concave to fit and cover the buttocks 
cheeks. Worn under a girdle they will enhance one’s derrier to more 
feminine proportions. They are washable, comfortable and undetect- 


able. One size only. PER PAIR $5 


Item 7. HIP PADS: Two rather oval shaped pads of foam plastic cut 
into approximately the right shape and with edges beveled. Since the 
exact shape and size desired will vary they are intentionally left in a 
rough finished condition to be further shaped, trimmed and smoothed 
to the desired contour by the wearer. Easily cut with scissors. When 
worn under a girdle, they add about an inch of “hip” on each side. 
These are “wrap-around” pads, not just a narrow piece of foam worn 
over the hip. Under a girdle with the front pad (which they are de- 
signed to match with) they give an entirely feminine and smooth pelvic 
outline. PER PAIR $6.00 


Item 8. FRONT PAD WITH GROOVE: A “T-shaped foam pad pre- 
shaped and beveled and with a groove and pocket in front to hold the 
male organs up against the stomach. Rough finished to allow for 
further trimming to individually desired shape and smoothness. Use of 
this pad will give the “flat-front” look so much desired without binding 
and discomfort. There is a “tail piece” that fits back between the legs 
and fills this area when worn under a pantie and girdle or a pantie 
girdle. If it is not wanted it can be cut off. Wear with a lubricated 
sheath for greatest comfort. PAD, EACH $4.50 


Item 9. A small front pad designed to cover the male organs when 
they are worn tucked between the legs. Intended to be worn under 


bathing suits, shorts, tight slacks. Gives smooth, rounded feminine 
control. PAD, EACH $3 
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Publication Policy 


TRANSVESTIA is composed primarily of material submitted by its 
readers. Fiction, articles, histories, true experiences, letters, poems, 
pictures — all are welcome. The greater the variety of material the more 
interesting the magazine will be. Material is solicited for publication 
on the following basis: 

1. All printed material of one page or more will be paid for at the rate 
of $1 per page with the exception of pictures. The Editor must reserve 
the right to cut or edit submitted material for suitability and payment 
will therefore be made on the basis of the final printed page. No pay- 
ment will be made for material less than 2/3 of a page which will count 
as one page. Payment will be made after material appears in print. 
Manuscripts will not be bought in advance. 

2. Submitted material will not be returned unless requested and 
stamped envelope provided. 

3. Off-color material will not be printed and should therefore not be 
submitted. The Editor reserves the right to be the sole judge of suitability 
and to edit, alter, delete or refuse material when it is deemed to be in the 
best interest of the magazine. 


PHI PI EPSILON (FPE) is our social organization. After having been 
on Chevalier’s subscription lists for 5 or more issues, having read them, 
and deciding that we are your kind of people, ask for an application to 
join. Acceptance into FPE is dependant upon approval of the applica- 
tion, payment of dues and submission of an information form for use in 
the FPE Directory of Members. Admission into local chapters of the 
sorority requires an interview with the appointed interviewer for that 
group. Five or more members may form a group and can request desig- 
nation as a chapter. 


PERSON TO PERSON ADS AND REPLIES 


To protect the magazine and its subscribers from the careless, thought- 
less or foolish acts of a few it is necessary to limit correspondence service 
to members of Phi Pi Epsilon. A $2 fee is charged for each ad and $1 fee 
for forwarding all inter-member correspondence. Letters to other mem- 
bers should be sent to Phi Pi Epsilon, Box 1038, Cherry Valley, Calif. 
99223. Place the letter to be forwarded in a stamped, sealed envelope 
with the addressees femmename and code number in pencil. Do NOT 
put your return address on it. Enclose the $1 fee. 


Ads for GOODS AND SERVICES also accepted where appropriate. 
Ask for rates. 
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